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7 WAS™ TRAPPED /N A

BLAZING INFERNO!”

A true experience of MRS, LILLIAN POKEDOFF, Brooklyn, N. Y. v '\

E

“AN ommous,@
CRACKLING NOISE™!
awoke me the first
night I was visiting
in a strange farm:
house,” writes Mrs.
Pokedoff.“Choking
and coughing from
smoke, I groped for - % |
the bedroom door § '
and staggered out in-
to the hall.

‘’|N THE THICK, BILLOW-
ING SMOKE I couldn’t
locate the stairway.
“en I heard a muffled
m below and

"% Sored

aess,

yto

,wiv THF eTEPS st in “‘me—for a Je-nsene tank exploded
d to the ground!' I sx’“‘?‘yrely say that 1 owe'my fitc to those
‘dable ‘Eveready’ fresh DATED batterles'

(Signed) " ey o G’r/w%/-”

4C., 30 EAST 42nd STREET, NEW YORK, N. Y.
&8 «nd Carbor Corporation



{77 How These Men Got Better Jobs

,_THEN FIND OUT WHAT RADIO OFFERS YoU :nw?’«/%

Y ) WAS woamns INA
GARAGE WHEN ) ENROLLED
WITH N.RJ4. §} AM NOW
RAgto SERVICE MANAGER
] FOR Moanaa
FURNITURE CO.
FOR THEIR
4 STORES,

" AFTER COMPLETING 20

| LESSONS { OBTAINED
MY RADIO BROADCAST

OPERATOR'S LICENSE

AND IMMEDIATELY JOINED

J STATION WMPC WHERE §

AM NOW CHIEF OPERATOR. JAMES E. RYAN

HOLLIS F HAYES . (543 SLADE ST
327 MADISON ST, LAPEER, MICR, FALL RIVER, MASS,

OF THE RADIO ‘DE- 2
PARTMENT FOR THE
AMERICAN AIRLINES
AT CLEVELAND,
WALTER R. MURRAY

ALRLINES, A
AIRPORT, CLEVELAND, OHID.

i | EARN $10 O 425
A WEEK IN SPARE
TIME AND MWAYS
HAVE PLENTY TO
DO. ONLY TRAINED
MEN CAN FIX RADIO
SETS NOWADAYS. |

9 MY LOUDSPEAKER SYSTEM
PAYS ME ABOUT $35 A WEEK
BESIDES MY RADIO WORK.'IE
IT HAD NOT BEEN FOR
YOUR COURSE | wouLp [
STILL BE MAKING
COMMON WAGES.

MILTON /. LEIBY, IR,
TOPTON, PA.

" THANKS TO N.R.1. TRAINING
| § AM FOREMAN IN A RADIO
| FACTORY. | AM MAKING
MORE MONEY
AND HAVE TWO
N.R.). STUDENTS
HELPING ME.
| oTro cL/FFORD

. 2 W SEMINARY ST
CHARLOTTE, MICH.

WILLIAM F. RUPR,
. " 6/1 GREEN ST,
L\ sriosrrorT A,

§ HAVE BEEN IN BUSINESS
FOR MYSELF FOR TWO
YEARS, MAKING BETWEEN
$200 AND $300 A
MONTH. BUSINESS
HAS STEADILY
INCREASED.
B ARLIE o/ FROEHNER

J00 W. TEXAS AKE.
GOOSE CREEK, TEX.

will Trein You at Home for

RADIO ond TELEVISION

dio is a young, g'rayving ﬁe!d with  helped many make $200 to $500 a
luture, offerin, f Day year in spare time while learning, I
iﬁ re time and ful] tlme .mb oppor- send spegial Radio equipment to con~
tanities. And you don®t have to give duct experiments and build cireuits.
T * your present job to become a Ra- This 50-50 training method makes

| Technician. I train you right at learning at home interesting, faseinat-
ne in your spare time. ing, practical. I ALSs GIV AE YOU ﬁ A ‘ e /
 Why Many Radlo Technicians %%%%RNALIP;%%%EPSO%%NSEI&' ‘SXIIE‘R- and full time opportunities and those
 Make $30, $40, $50 a Week VICING INSTRUMENT to help you C¢oming in Television;. tells about my
0 broadeasting stations employ make money fixing Radios while learn- Coursel o Ra(flio and Te'iIe\gsmné Shogiﬂ
ineers, operators, technicians., . Ra- ing and equip you for full time work ?ﬂ“y = he;f ﬂ‘;"m mer:i Bye dram
mamﬁaewrers employ testers, in- after you graduate, RAmE W ¢y are doing and earn-

Read m, money back agreement.
foremen, servicemen in good- e
’ Jobs. Radxo Jjobbers, dealers, em- Find Out Whaf Radio Offers You g‘gtf‘mcg gégl; ;;lst:ar;'d?l‘?(l)o% o
Nation and service men. Mgil Coupon Below
Ra o Technicians open their

Radio sales and repair businesses
make $30, $40, $50 a week.
Id their regular jobs and
$5 to $10 8 week fixing Radios
spare time, Automobile, police,
gtion, Commercial Radio; Joud-
ker systems, electronic dewces are
ﬁeIdsIoﬂ'ering opportunities for
B %ahigo‘fes,}.';fe:l‘g;“n’eg}xge’; National Radio Institute, W
Dear Mr, Smith: Send

Den good jobs soon. page book, “Rich Rew.

Many Make $5 Week v opportunities and tellg:
: ime%\"ﬂle ; Technicians, (Wi

J. E. Smith, Ppasil
Act Today! Mail the coupon for .my T
64-page Book, “Rich Rewards in Ra. Deph. OCO9, Natiog
dlo.” It points out Radio’s spare time ingfe™

J. E. SMITH, Pnesident, De,

o ‘“;'1”'9 ST = — Name...qeeenes
y - you envol 5
Extra Money Job Sheets which 3¢ CERSEIN Addres
showing how to do Radio {

@ir jobs. roughout course "
plans and dlreetionsth
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» EVERY STORY BRAND-NEW e
BLACK BOOK

"MAGAZINE.

Vol. 10, No. 3 CONTENTS : March, 1940

A Complete Book-Length Novel

THE BLACK BAT’S
SPY TRAIL

Featuring Tony Quinn, Nemesis of Crime

By G. WAYMAN JONES

Battling Valiantly Against Sabotage, Wholesale Murder, and Es-
pionage, the Nocturnal Champion of the Victims of Crime Flies
into the Valley of Death—Ready to Fight Grim Traitors Bullet
for Bullet and Blow for Blow!. .............. _. 4

OTHER GRIPPING STORIES
MURDER AT HIS HEELS. .,..............Norman A. Daniels 93

Inspector Grogan Gets Out of a Swivel Chair—into Real Action!

SUCKERS FLY HIGH........ ek Robert Sidney Bowen 101
T-Man Taylor Takes a Plane and Knocks a Spy Plot for a Loop!
AND \
OFFTHERECORD e e eeesess..A Department 12
o= 2O T2 L a,,geﬂge%um:%m RSB PP
d-clags ma 1., under Act of March 3 1879, Copyrlsht
1940 by Better eopies Canadis and tmisn Nam
Cparacters used g.;acl;g ni%“bo“ﬁﬁou i the b the names of any vm or existina a}gﬁg{;
mbmmea at the am:hor‘s < eompanted d"’"“

Read our companjon mapazllmr

Lo e, Popular Western, G- Q!l. Thrilli Wnter Thrillin
,li Thrilling Adventures, Th azlnu fegﬂw, 'l’lm Lue a Sl;yu n?g ers, %ﬂnula ' 9 vg,
Pae s s Stecl, TACH ol s“?u Mg R Kld“v'v”t anos e
Eve! §
Te ai‘{mst, Captain Futur s“m Masligd Ri %eﬁf ern Mauazi' " ol

U. B, A,




BUY
Mait

G I v;i E 31- ? ggMch‘:l?;lon @ NO‘!'rl"l)le

Big Movie—Adjustable lamp socket—Spe-
BUY | cial bulb—Shows zood size picture, A U |
Whiz! Lovely little watch about size of a |
dime, A heauty! BEITHER Movie Machine, : i
Wrist Watch, Cash or choice of other finef <
premiums Given.—SIMPLY GIVE AWAY

FREE good size beautifully colored popular

5] Art Pictures with our well known White / - |
Y CLOVERINE Brand SALVE used for chaps, S\ ; ‘
mild burns, shallow cuts, ete, Salve easily sold to ‘. e \
friends, relatives and neighbors at 25¢ a box (with |
favorite picture FREE). Remit and select pre-
mium as explained in premium catalog. 45th year. |
s We are fair and square. Many customers and 5
R . 00., INC,, Dept. S31B -
b8 GlRLS! TYRONE, PA. 5 |
< . #
7 BIKE OR N h' g B
SEND NO ' ‘
MONEY .[ |
Mail Coupon L

Fully equipped—Baliocon tires and all.
Nifty!—THIS Bike, Cash or choice of other
marvelous premiums given. — SIMPLY

GIVE AWAY ¥FREE good size beautifully Send No Money — Boys! @irls! Ladies!

colored famous Art Pictures with our well o - Phonograph plays 10” records, Completg. Beau-
known White CLOVERINE Brand SALVE, tiful V}’ri%tv \L‘V;tc% }V‘Vondexlﬁ-]:}ilml_ H}f}ul?!}lx'o-
used for chaps, mild burns, shallow cuts ks : nograph, Watch, Cash, or other deligh 0
ete. Salve easily sold to friends, relatives, 7 miums given—SIMPLY GIVE vAWftY FREE
and neighbors at 25c a box (with favorite | (s good size beautifully colored fameus Art Dic-
icture FREE), Remit and sel < 2 tures with our well known White CLOVERINE
T ag selety pro. Brand SALVE ysed for chaps, mild burns, shal-
mium as explained in premium catalog. low cuts, etc. Salve easily sold to friends, r

45.th year. We are fair and square. Many atives, and neighbors at 23c a box (with wo
friends and customers waiting to buy! Act derful picture FREE). Remit and select pre-
Now! Mail Coupon! Salve and pictures g % mium as per catalog. 45th year. Many cus-
gent postage paid. WILSON CHEM. CO > é tomers and friends walting Lo e ol Now

31 % 25 5 al upon SON oM. 5 .
INC., Dept. TG-31-A, TYRONE, FA. Dept. TG-31-C, TYRONE, PA,

NOTHING e =Sy
GIVEN 1570V Sevp no monev: T

Iver Johnson Bolt Action 22 Cal. Self-Cocking Safety RIFLE—22” 1 :
_Cal. 2 ong, STURDY!
Tﬂsmmim' Oash, or_choico of other valuable premiums given—SIMBLY GIVE AWAY FREE
%Md fore c}\eauntuuy colored famous Art Pictures with our well known White CLOVERINE Brand SALVE
(i o ietirs TR S st i ot 10 0, o, slaives, an negnbors s 250 bos
3 . D ium as explained in mium ecatalog. 45t . Wi d
square. Don’t delay. Act Now! Mail Coupon! WILSON CHEM. GO, INC. Dept. TG-31°-%. fmg?fm, 12‘2 aﬁﬂiﬁ %%PON

GIVEN ‘oo GIVEN|

NOTHING

Send No Money TO BUY
G SEND NO
UITAR MONEY
oF Sash COUPON
Big Standard Size regulation| RADIO
Guitar" Cast or” chao of ol OR CASH
P s WAy FREE pood - Set to Left

size beautifqllsi)iéolored .{gmous - s _ D D C0 B 0P ED G TR @5 e @ e
ures With ourl gix = position—Au-
GowmiiE o ing| ek, reng ! MAIL COUPON
S Eypued for chape, | ot e xows ¢ WILSON CHEM. Co., Inc.
Tyrone, Pa. Dept. TG-3), Date.,............

cuts, ete. ve easily| or “choice of other
Gentlsmen: Please send me 12 beautiful art pie-

sold to friends, rela-| wenderful premiums
1 h
yos and melghbors o8| GIVEN — SIMPLY | tures (with 12 bokes White CLOVERINE Broed
SALVE to sell at 25¢ a box (giving favorite pic-

Gesut proure. DR, | GIVEAWAY FREE
Remit and select fymd ?i% beautiful- 8 tyre FREE). I will remit within 30 days, select
premium as ex-| A, coleired bopular a premium or keep cash commission as per new
plained in pre- ou’: 5 ef’lti"isn x}g premium plan catalog sent with order, postage
mium catalog. | Whito CLOVER, paid.
45th year. Wel Brang SALVE used
are fair and| g chaps, mild

Shilnre L?}‘,’I oﬁds. .................... s i ufie
tomers and friends| gte,  Salve  easily

W i

i ol M gold to friends at BOXNCNO.. . i o S

Print Your Last Name Oniy in Spaces Below:

e

WRITE, or PASTE COUPON on a POSTAL CARD
or MAIL COUPON in an envelope TODAY!

postage paid. selact premium per
WILSON catalog. Mail Cou-
CHEM.CO..INC.| 0%, WA LSON
Dept.. TG-31-E, Dept. TG-31-H,
TYRONE, PA. TYBONE, PA.
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IN
FULL
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GET

YOUR
COoPY
TODAY!

The Newest
and Best of Them All!

ACTION ¢ MYSTERY °* LAUGH
NOW ON SALE 10¢ ASK FOR IT!
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Learned Quickly at Home

I didn’t dream I could actually
learn to play without a teacher.
Now, when I play for people
they hardly believe that
I learned to play so

o Well in so short a

time.
*H, C. 8., Calif.
Wouldn’t Take
$1,000 for course

The lessons are so simple that any
one can understand them. I have
learned to play by note in a little
more than a month. I wouldn’t take
a thousand dollars for my course.

* 8. E. A., Kansas City, Mo.

THEIR JOY

WHEN THEY FOUND
THEY COULD PLAY
This easy as A.B.C. way!

Plays on Radio

I am happy to tell you that for four weeks I
have been on the air over our local radio sta-
tion. So thanks to your institution for such
2 wonderful course.

* W, H. 8., Alabama.

SurprisedFriends

I want to say thatmy Best Method by Far
friends _are greatly
surprised at the dif-
ferent pieces I can
already play. I am
very happy to have
chosen your method
of learning.

*B. F., Bronx, N. Y.

Enclosed is my last examination
sheet for my course in Tenor
Banjo. This completes my course.
I have taken lessons before un-
der teachers, but my instructiens
with you were by far the best.

*A. 0., Minn.

What Instrument Would You Like To Play?

J UST name your instrument and we’ll show you how you
can learn to play it—quickly, easily, in spare time at
home. Never mind if you don’t know one note of music from
another—don’t worry about “special talent.” And forget
all you've ever heard about music’s being hard to learn.
The truth of the matter is that thousands now play who
never thought they could! Yes, men and women everywhere
have discovered this amazingly easy way to learn musie at
home. Now they are enjoying the thrilling satisfaction of
playing the piano, violin, guitar, saxophone or other favor-
ite instruments. Some of them are playing in orchestras
and over the radio; others are teaching music, making
money in spare or full time. And thousands are having the

‘——.—-——__—-——------

time of their lives playing for their own enjoyment and
the entertainment of their friends.

It all came about when they wrote to the U. S. School of
Musie for the Free Booklet that shows you how EASY it is
to learn music at home this modern way. No tedious study
and practice, no tiresome exercises. You learn to play by
playing—start right in almost at once with the melody of
a simple tune! It takes only a few minutes a day and
the cost is trifling; you save the expense of a private
teacher. Does it sound too. good to be true? Mail the cou-
pon and get the FREE BOOKLET that gives all the facts.
(Our forty-second year—Est. 1898.) U. S. School of Music,
2942 Brunswick }&g., N.Y.C.N Y.

U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC

= 2942 Brunswick Bldg., New York City, N. Y.
SEND FﬂR FREE » I am interested in music study, particularly in the instrument checked below.
i Please send me your free illusirated booklet, ‘““How to Learn Music at Home.””
BuﬂKLET i Piano Hawallan Guitar Clarinet
§ Violin Banjo Trombone
i Guitar s Mandolin Elute
@ You'll open your eyes when you find how Piano Acoordion Ukulele Piccolo
quickly and easily you can learn to play your | Plaifi Aceordlon CoFnet gan
favorite instrument. Don’t doubt; don’t hesi- | £5 oeHoio Triintet Drums and Traps
fate. Bend for the fascinating illustrated g Callo Hi Modern Elementary Harmony
booklet that answers all your questions: that Voice Culture
explains how easily and quickly you can |
learn your faverite instrument as thousands j Have You
. of others have dene. If interested, mail Name...... S tesestcesestiriittitntnascensnsnaessa. . This Instrut.,......
the coupon, NOW. (Instruments. supplied [ .
when needed, cash or credit.) ] Rauress, bl i
Pletual Nupile manes o regrieotay e paa e O e i G el i
Pictures by professional models. 8 €y il

cessescnseee State...iiiiii..

secescam
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Fascinating, Profitable Profession
NOW OP E N ¢o More Men & Women

mhomsxggg’wéﬂwmg:ﬂsuwg %!Mnx ggg
Iou picesqgem paid%

Ve
g‘*mﬁ"’*’&' *"‘*’f b
LEARN IN 90 DATS AT HOME

Se spare time at home to fessmn which has
maae thousands of donars for and wvmen.

gradua 'S have compleéte:
WbB; ecsu-n take yox# own gxerr h-aﬁ%ig‘;ie {ntet-
fere wim exthsr work or pleasure.
been by the fampgi residem

o:
#he

seho Sl %

ipon
ANATOMY CHARTS AND BOOKLET I‘RE!
yg gbligation of Aay Kind SEND COUPON

ST Collsge
THE SOLTEGE O oF SW swzsm Hzmnssms (;E:césaor o rgsﬂnnﬁ" g0

Yn senﬂ FREE and postpaid, Anatomy Charts. b?k}
“iﬁ ep&hotegra;bs and ?gttezl? s&em’zfadnaﬁes and comp] &BMII

ngh School Course |

I TUIN Many Finish in 2 Y,
§ Goasmaplaly a8 your im tlz 5 :ﬁd ﬁ.tr’gm ﬁﬂg you top

scl d
vancement in business and in
SIS R e Eﬁéﬁ‘

"NEVERLIFT IRON m:sr

andUniversal Cord Control

I:on "slides on’ and *slides off** this modernistic
ting iron ov%:;dzoo times euh imn.ins day
man 00 »

Fire prno'f
d ufo.

=D 0001 50 Veosioen fuo. cﬂ:m.l{l. usaA,

W ANTED =

Subleot. vou CAN smito
RICHARD BROS., %2 Woods Bullding, Chicago, Tl

dela;-—send us ys\u- posm m
onsideration.
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Cleans Cars e

AGENTS! Ha Sellerl
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SAM:’TE OFFER
OBV e

THE SMASH
EVENT OF THE YEAR!

THE TERRIBLE
TENDERFOOT

An Action-Packed Epic
of the West—ithe Latest
and Greatest Novel

4
EDGAR
, RICE
BURROUGHS

Creator of “Tarzan”
@

America’s Most Popular Author
At His Best

Beginning in the March
Issue of

THRILLING
ADVENTURES

ON SALE mnvwn:mz]ﬂcm ALL STANDS




T

OWN A FINE PAYING
NEIGHBORHOOD

JIVIEIN VAN |

YOU DON'T HAVE TO
SEND ONE PENNY TO

oo

\"

' GET THIS BIG_

FOOD ROUTE

3£ you want to bétter yourseH—if you want cash
to spen ey to save—the means to live in
eomfort—Ilet me show you your big chance! To
an honest, reliable man or woman in any open
locality I will give—FREE—everything needed
to start a fine paying néighborhood Food Route,
with profits your very first day and all year

nd. You don’t send me one penny! You must
Yealize that I certainly would not offer this big
expensive Outfit FREF, unless I had complete
confidence in the splendid money-making oppor-

tunities of my remarkable Plan!

You need absolutely no experience. My simple,
proven Plan offers you a wonderful opportunity

to make good money right from the
start in a simple, dignified business of
your own. Youhandle fast-selling, quick
repeating home necessities—things peo-
ple must by, such as coffee, teas, deli-
cious foods and over 100 other necessi-
ties—all guaranteed to satisfy or money
back. Your home is your headquarters.
You have no investment for store rent,
ight, fixtures or big stocks of goods.
You handle all the money and keep a
re for yourself. In fact, your
average gross profit is from 30 to 40
cents on every dollar you take in. Once
you start;, under my liberal credit plan,
Jou can operate on my capital.

Splendid Cash Profits

Tou owe # to yourself to write and see
what wonderful success so many others
bave emjoyed with this time-tested
money-making Plan. Let me mail you
full particulars—then you can judge

whether you want to start
right in making money at

once.
1 Send Everything

I not only give you free the Complete
Outfit shown here, containing a big as-
sortment of full-sized packages, but
also give you a simple; sure-fire Plan.
I give you advertising material, trial-
size samples to give away, and every-
thing else you need to start earning
money your very first day.

Get Full Particulars!

a
B
]
B
This Is o gincere offer made by 2 big, religble, B
old-established company operating from Coast ]
|

|

]

|

B

Mr. E. J. MILLS, President :
1608 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohlo i

Without the slightest obligation op my
part please mail me full particutars about
your offer of a Complete Free Outfit; and
how you will help me get started at once
in a fine-paying neighborhood Food Route.

to Coast, Write at anes far full particnlars.
Unless you take advantage of my remarkable
f‘hree Qutfit Offer now, We mzsﬁing
© Yery raoney- 0P| ity you have
looking for, Strike out for yourself! Be
independent! Make meney} y lifel Re-
iember—you don’t send me & penny. Just fill
out and gend the conpon and I will mail
full particulars, Do this TODAY!

AATEsB. o dhiatut oo ninss sehicabeasiinn

you

8
8
g
B
NaO. cusereseranecrersnsnsnnesenees
]
i

E.J. MILLS, Pres., 1608 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, 0. lu e T T T p——



GET RELIEF FROM YOUR

RHEUMATISM

ARTHRITIS OR NEURITIS WITH
HOT SULPHUR BATHS

In Your Home. Like Natural Hot Sulphur Baths

Here at last, benefits similar tothe world -famous
mtuml Hot Sulphur Baths—never be l‘g% possxble at
riow be yours with SUL -2~x.

thxs marvelous new sciehtific achievi ent on qut
ey-back: ntee, Send us your orderfor the Full
wmof LFURAID baths If, after givingthem
a thorough test, you are not relieved of your aches
paing, return the unused of the treatment,

the emp% vials, and YOUR MONEY WILL
BE EFUND.

Voy simply empty ONE yial of SULFURAID-21
ipa hofhotvﬁ% andlet Nature do the rest. That
speak for themselves. You be

So whyssuffer any longer when the blessings of Hot
Stgiphur ‘Bathscan be yoursat afractlon of what it costs
tot them at the lwdmiw of America and Eug-
rope? Write forour FREE booklet. Tells how nature’s
secret of the ages was solved for all mankind to enjoy.

Mail vour order at once. The Full Course of SUL~
RAID consisting of 21 vials, costs $10.00.10 vials,
aa Trial offer of 3 vials, $2.00. Send check, cash

or meney order to BAER LABORATORIES, Inc.,
Desk VM, 30 East 20th Street, New York City.

HIDDEN WEALTH MAY BE YOURS

if you know what to look for in old coins. We pay big
casi prices for wanted eoins. Certain 1909 cent, $10; some
siiver doﬂa $4,000; 1864, 1865 Indian head cents, $100
each ; re 189 $600 ; liberty head mickels before
1914. 3500 eneased pastag stamps. some large pennies,
,000 ; half cents, $275 ; paper money, gold dol $1 500 3
- oin ﬁ'ee?i.msf e e for g ifaekeat sted mﬁ7
pos end ay for illustr: eal
mo Coin Corporation, Unine. (7) Daytona,

NEW ASTROLOGY JEWELRY!

lebodfamrbuth mmmBmmuLAee
htinsyou!uek!Stm'Mlxnor imlr:og\o;;

%{?ﬂﬁh i { Y%eénx

Produe ept. ‘I'G'l

srantee T
Indianapol Is,

Better Bmlt-—l.ower l’rim

10!
the World gogner 2 oam O Olymple sm%

=n BOATS sml\louey—g;:;nm Shipment—Two
THOMPSON BROS. BOAT MFG. C0. ©V
Culier 5iso)

m.% l 3:'"]&
Read Our Companion Magazine

POPULAR WESTERN

Now On Sale 10c At All Si'ands
fIGHTs |TSE|.F ums

ITSE
Ogak Action (l940) Poﬂeeud
rting Lighter
mts ci% cxgarette or pipe—in-
ever 'VED

ﬂbt. No ftict!m Send 250 for
mp'h and large can of fluld. Start
Agents report biz earnings.

NEW METHOD Mfg. Co.
Mfrs. of No Fﬁnt Automatic

Box T8:87, Uradind *Fa.. U, 8. A.

ngATS

wmd

MEET "EL HACON " THE
HAWK OF THE RANGERS

KNIGHT OF THE
SILVER STAR

By
BRADFORD SCOTT

The Most Glamorous
Western Story
You Ever Read!

IN THE MARCH

THRILLING
WESTERN

NOW ON SALE 10¢ AT ALL STANDS




in
Our New Companion Magazine

THE RIO KID
WESTERN

NOW ON SALE IOC AT ALL STANDS

STAY
a wage-slave
IF you wish

BUT-

DOI\_I'T you wish you were like some of your
friends who are forging ahead while you
stay put? Like it or not, people size you up b¥
what you earn. Is their sizing flattering to you

—Why not plan to get ahead, to make fore
money, to get a raise? If you don’t know how,

perhaps we can aid you as we have so many.

. Chances are good that we can help you
boost yourself uf) in ways you never thought of.
—Thousands will gladly tell you how our plag;
ned training helped them—directed their wo
along charted paths to business success, bi
earnings, 10%, . 50%, some even 1
and greater income . . . At any rate,
us send you the ugs?mnl%l{)ook “Fen Years'
motion in One.” It’s FREE! It will sux;lz
help you plen your next raise whether you
us to help you plan or not. Write us today for
the book—the coupon is for your convenience.

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
A Correspondence H
Institution
Dept. 8320-B  Chicago |
l'?iease send me {1}1113 gxfag: :
im aaggsﬁ%fia:ed%nhgavemarked :
th an X below, Also 2
copy of “Ten Years’ Promo-
tion in One,” all without
obligation to me.

CANDID CAMERA
CATCHES CO-EDS

In Every Issue Of

COLLEGE
HUMOR

GAYER AND GRANDER
THAN EVER

I5¢
AT ALL STANDS

BEST COMICS

The biggest and best magazine of comics
for all the family

NOW ON SALE 1 Q¢ AT ALL STANDS

DBusin Manage :: Training for Official Man-
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OFF THE RECORD

} HE tom-tom beat of drums and the
twisting, sinuous dance of barbaric
worshippers are products of the %'lungles,

of native superstitions and rites that are

alien to us. %hey’re cause for creepy chills
and shivery fear, but fortunately they’re far
enough removed from our environment so
that we don’t have to worry about them,
When 'they’re present, however, right in
the heart of a modern civilized city, when
you encounter their insidious manifestations
in the midst of ordinary every-day happen-
ings, there’s cause for terror—stark, raving
terror! And that’s just what happens in the
next issue of BLAC%( BOOK DETECTIVE
in a stirring, spine-tingling complete book-
length novel by G. Wayman Jones called
THE BLACK BAT’S CRUSADE!

Yoodoo Terror

Voodoo! The very name strikes an omi-
nous note, calls forth a picture of that myste-
rious, unknown world that we know se little
about. And the strange power of voodoo is
abroad in the Black Bat's own city! A devil-
ish cult has been formed, and a wave of
terror follows in the wake of its activities!

Strange frightening deaths take place.
Ominous threats accompanied by voodoo
charms are received. Many prominent and
wealthy people are drawn into the deviltry
that lies behind the barbarous cult. And
Tony Quinn, the Black Bat, starts a daring
crusade against an organization whose mon-
strous crimes scream to the high heavens for
an avenger!

Right at the outset, the Black Bat is
drawn into the picture. Carol Baldwin, the
woman he loves, sees a woman approached
as she steps out of a car. A leather pouch is
thrust into the woman’s hand. She opens it,
screams and faints.

Into Danger's Arms

Carol reaches her and sees what is in the
pouch. It is a man’s head, carved out of
lead with the features and expression deli-
cately graven into the metal. Carol knows
what this meaps. Tony Quinn has been
studying voodoo because of the undercursent
of mysterious cult terror that has swept the



city. 'Fhis head is a death ouanga, a curse
upon the man whom it resembles.

. Carol takes the death ouanga and sends
it to Tony Quinn. Then she trails the woman
to whom it was given—straight into the arms
of deadly danger!

It’s up to the Black Bat to rescue her—
and it’s up to the Black Bat to ferret out the
deviltry behind the voodoo cult! A picture
of foul blackmail forms clearly in Tony
Quinn’s mind—but there are so many puz-
zling angles that the picture becomes dis-
torted. But the Black Bat pits dread against
dread, wits against wits, and brawn against
brawn —and brings his crusade to an as-
tounding finish!

You'll read all about it in one of the most
colorful, tense, action-packed cases Tony

Quinn has ever undertaken—THE BLACK

BAT’S CRUSADE, appearing in the next
issue of BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE!

LeMers from Readers

In addition the next issue will contain
many other stories of top-ranking quality.

A number you can’t overlook!

Readers, keep those letters streaming in!
Tell us what you think of the stories in this
magazine! Your suggestions, comients and
opinions help in planning future issues—and
remember that a postcard is as welcome as
a letter.

Here are excerpts from a few typical
communications recently received:

I am now reading my third issue of BLACK
BOOK DETECTIVE MAGAZINE. 1 find it to
be the most interesting and action-packed
magazine of them all. I also would like to
have a BLACK BAT CLUB-—William Ha#n,
Kirbyville, Texas.

I have just read the story called MURDER

CALLS THE BLACK BAT and would like to
express my admiration for the author and
you for putting such a good story on the
market. This is the first time I have ever
read BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE MAGAZINE
and I enjoyed it very much. In the future
I hope to number myself as one of your most
ardent fans. I wil 1(‘,1‘{I to get the mag as
soon as it comes oqut. loping that you will
keep up the good work in presenting the
‘best of stories in your magazine!—Joseph
Barl Lomax, Baltimore, Md.

After reading THE BLACK BOOK DETEC-
TIVE MAGAZINE I have a good opinion of it.
Why not form a club? Count me in as a
steady reader.—David Boxell, Pittsburgh, Pa.

Thanks to you all! See you in the next
issue.~THE EDITOR.

Read Our Companion Magazine

G-MEN
DETECTIVE

NOw ON sale Q¢ AT ALL STANDS
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a large art, engraving and printing
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men and women now serving in-
dustry as designers or illustrators,
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$5,000 yearly. Its Home Study !
courses in Commercial Art; Illus-
trating and Cartooning, contain
exclusive illustrated lessons by many
famous artists. Practical instruction
by experienced men is the reason for
its many years’ outstanding success.
Courses sold on easy payments.

Send today for Art Test and Free
Book explaining present opportun-
ities in art. Just fill out and mail
coupon below.

FEDERAL SCHOOLS, Inc.-

3630 Federal Schools Bldg.
Minneapolis, Minn.

Send me, without obligation, your Art Test
and Free Book. el
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THE BLACK BAT'S

As the Bat pressed the muzzle of his gun against
the spy’s neck, he saw a hand clamp around one
of the other men (Chapter VIII)

Battling Valiantly Against
Sabotage, Wholesale
Murder, and Espionage,
the Nocturnal Champion
of Crime Victims Flies
Into the Valley of Death!

CHAPTER I
Death Lurks High

N the thirty-second floor of the
0 Falkner Building a pair of burly
guards stood before the en-
trance of an office door labeled SO-
CIETY AMERICANA. They made no
attempt to hide the shoulder-holstered
guns they wore under their coats as
two men left the private elevator.
The first to emerge was tall, white-
haired and possessed of finely chiseled

14

A Complete
2 Book-Length

features. His clothing spoke quietly of
an expensive tailor.

His companion’s dress was different.
A ready made suit hung from bony
shoulders without much attention to
drape or fit. This man’s hat was a bat-
tered, cheap fedora, and he kept a cold
cigar constantly rotating between his
teeth.

The guards at the office door drew
themselves erect and touched their
foreheads in salute. One spoke to the
second man.

“Everybody is inside, Chief. We
searched ’em whether they liked it or
not. Let’s see”—the guard consulted a
piece of dirty note paper—*“there’s Fisk,
Fouquet and Brooks. That’s the com-

L



SPY TRAIL

Featuring Tony Quinn,
Nemesis of Crime

mittee. Collier and Sloane went in two
minutes ago. The only guy missing is
Lockhart.”

The bony-shouldered man chuckled.
“Good work, boys. This is Mr. Lock-
hart with me. He’s chairman of this
committee and remember boys—this is
no ordinary case. We’re helping these
men rout out all kinds of ‘lems’ and
spies throughout the nation. It’s a great
patriotic job and we should be proud to
be a part of it.”

Lockhart nodded in complete agree-
ment, opened the office door with a key
and waved his companion ahead of him.

15

G. WAYMAN
JONES

Author of “Black Bat’s Challenge,” “Murder
Calls the Black Bat,” etc.

They removed their coats and hats in
an ante room. Lockhart rubbed his
hands gleefully.

“Allen, you’ve done a good job. All
of us have received threats in one form
or another, and your detective agency
has prevented the spies from inflicting
any kind of injury upon us. From this
moment on, however, your vigilance
will have to be increased, for inside this
meeting room are Collier and Sloane,
agents we have employed to check on
certain groups of men we suspect as
fomenters of trouble for our country.
They have worked hard and are ready



Once More fhe Black Bat S«p;eads His Wings

to report facts that may startle the
whole nation.”

Joe Allen, head of one of the largest
private detective agencies in the city,
removed his cigar and nodded. “Don’t
worry, Mr. Lockhart. I have thirty
good men. Every one of ’em is engaged
in protecting this committee which you
head. We cover you at your home, your
offices and enroute to any place at all.
We’re set to shoot at the drop of a hat.
Every person who enters the lobby of
this building is scrutinized. No one
is allowed above the thirty-first floor,
and the private elevator is watched
every second.”

Lockhart led the way to a closed
office door and pushed it open. Inside,
six men who were gathered around a
square table, arose in a body. Lockhart
walked to the head of the table, bowed
to the six men and watched as Joe Allen
eyed each one carefully. The detective
seemed satisfied, waved to Lockhart
and withdrew from the room, locking
the door on the outside.

PNVERYONE in the room real-
ized that anything might occur.
For four months the Society Ameri-
cana had spent thousands of dollars
into a fight against all kinds of foreign
spies rampant in the United States
since hostilities had broken out abroad.
Each man had vivid memories of the
Black Tom explosien, and could ima-
gine railroad bridges being blown up,
battleships scuttled and troop move-
ments flashed abroad.
When the First World War began,
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the Umnited States was hardly able to
cope with the horde of spies and sabo-
teurs. This time four wealthy men
planned to arrange it so that no repeti-
tion of the 1917 horrors should happen
again,

They hired two ex-secret service
agents with clean records and depend-
able reputations, paid them a handsome
salary and turned them loose on an in-
tense spy hunt. Their orders were def-
inite. Small fry, minor bund leaders
and propaganda spreaders were left
alone. Sloane and Collier concen-
trated their efforts to expose the higher
ups, and brainy, moneyed men who
guided the destinies of spy work and
were the really dangerous types. De-
prived of their leadership, minor spies
would promptly tuck their tails and
run for it.

In many respects the work of the
Society Americana resembled that of
the Dies Committee except that the
society worked under cover and with
the utmost secrecy. They were not
hampered by legal red tape, and so far
they had progressed well. Yet that the
spy leaders were aware of this attempt
to frustrate their plans was apparent in
that members of the Society had re-
ceived grim warnings to stop butting
their heads against a stone wall.

Lockhart sat down, clasped his hands
together and leaned across the table.

“Durrance,” he said, “this is your
first appearance at one of our meetings.
As an international attorney of the
highest reputation we have presented
certain evidence for your consideration.
Are we within our rights to continue
this work?”

Durrance, a heavy-set man of about
forty-five, carefully placed gold-rimmed
pince-nez glasses on his nose, arose and
cleared his throat.

“You are not, gentlemen. Some of
your work has been directed against
accredited diplomatic agents of foreign
powers. They possess a certain im-
munity from investigations such as you
have started against them. I should



and Goes Forth to Combat Treachery!

say—stop this business now, forget
about such things as spies or you will
find yourselves in a predicament that
evea all your millions will not pull you
out of. I could say that, but my con-
science would never again be the same.

“So I say this—to the devil with re-
strictions. Carry on with this work.
Uncover those damned spies. Show
them up for what they are. Slinky,
bestia! interlopers who have no busi-
ness in the United States. Smash their
plans whereever possible. I'l stand
firmly behind you and if there is any
trouble, I'll exert my knowledge to
protect you. There will be no fee. This
is a patriotic duty and one I will enjoy.”

There was a flutter of applause as
Durrance sat down. Then Lockhart
turned to the two men who sat at the
opposite end of the table. They seemed
calm and betrayed not the slightest
emotion over Durrance’s speech. Both
had their arms on the table; both re-
garded Lockhart with unblinking eyes.
He noticed this and shivered. There
was something unholy in that look.

“Collier and Sloane,” he said finally,
“are our two crack agents. They have
risked their lives to gather pertinent in-
formation and now they are ready to
reveal what they know. Mr. Fisk has
already ascertained that their investi-
gation has borne fruit.”

'ENRY FISK, at Lockhart’s right
hand, nodded. He was a slender,
average sized man who had a habit of
constantly blinking his eyes in a ner-
vous manner. He seemed ill at ease,
running a finger along a limp collar des-
pite the fact that the temperature of the
office was controlled by air condition-
ing and wasn’t warm enough to cause
the perspiration that glistened on his
brow.

“I—I think,” he said with a catch in
his voice, “that we’d better listen to
Collier and Sloane first. I’ve only been
told part of what they know and—and
it’s astounding. It—it’s made an old
man out of me.”

17

The Black Bat

Across the table Fouquet, an ener-
getic man of about sixty-five, seemed
greatly impressed. At his side Hugh
Brooks, polished and able international
financier, seemed languid in compari-
son. Hugh Brooks never lost his poise,
never betrayed his emotions.

Lockhart waved a hand at the two
queerly staring agents.

“Speak, gentlemen,” he said, and sat
down and looked at them expectantly.

But neither man moved a muscle.
Henry Fisk, one of those closest to the
agents suddenly kicked his chair back,
gave a strangled scream.

“My God! They’re dead!” he cried.

Lockhart jumped to his feet. The
others started up in consternation, as
Lockhart rushed around the table, put
a hand on Collier’s shoulder. The agent
sagged sideways from the weight of
the hand. Then, slowly, he toppled off
the chair.

Sloane, the second agent, sat there
like a frozen Sphinx, but Leckhart had
only to look into his face to see that
death was written there. Something
seemed to have happened to Sloane’s
eyes. There were no pupils. They had
contracted until the naked eye could no
longer see them.

Y
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Lockhart looked around at the other
men. No one spoke. No one seemed
able to speak. Lockhart drew out a
small envelope from his pocket, re-
moved a white card and read the mes-
sage on it aloud in a shaking voice. It
was:

Your agents will make no report. All of
you are doomed from this moment on. You
have stepped on the neck of a rattlesnake.
Serpents bite.

“I received that this morning,” Lock-
hart said. “I didn’t tell you about it be-
cause I thought it impossible for any
man to reach our agents. Good Lord
—Collier and Sloane walked in here!
It seems I'm wrong. Fisk, rap on the
door and bring Detective Joe Allen in
here. Then, gentlemen, we’ll have to
call in the police.” :

Fisk tried to answer, but his throat
seemed paralyzed. The hand that
tapped meekly on the door shook badly.
But the key turned, and Joe Allen came
in. He gaped at the two agents and
then went to work. He knelt beside
the fallen Collier, made a quick exam-
ination, and then examined the seated
body of Sloane.

“See here,” he rasped, “no one leaves
this office, get me? No one! These
two men were murdered! Someone in
here stuck a hypodermic needle into the
back of their necks. It must have con-
tained a violent poison. I saw these two
men walk into this office. They were
all right then.”

Lockhart looked around. “Where is
Fisk? What’s happened to him?”

‘BWOE ALLEN arose hastily, raced
through the outer office and epened
the hall door. His two men knew that
something was wrong, but they had
their orders and had stayed in position.
Each held a gun exposed now.
“Fisk?”one of them answered Allen’s
barked question. “Yeah, sure. He
came outa there like he was shot from
a gun. Hollered something about a
murder and then beat it for the eleva-~

tor. We let him go because you only
gave orders to stop anybody from going
into the place. O’course we know he
musta been nuts. Imagine—a murder
in there!”

“Two murders, you saps,” Allen said
savagely. “Send word down to the
other boys to get Fisk. Get him if they
have to put a bullet through his legs.”

Joe Allen sprinted back into the con-
ference room, stopped just inside the
door and eyed the five men around the
table. Lockhart was impatient for ac-
tion. Fouquet was pale and drawn, his
eyes riveted on the corpse that still sat
at the table. Hugh Brooks, his emo-
tions as impenertable as ever, kept tap-
ping a pencil eraser against the table
top. In no other manner did he exhibit
just how these two mysterious mur-
ders affected him.

“Fisk,” Joe Allen ground out, “took a
powder on us. I mean he ran away.
The guy must know something. I'm
putting all my men to work finding
him.”

“Do you think,” Fouquet asked ner-
vously, “that he killed these two men?”

Allen waved his arms in exaspera-
tion. “How do I know what to think—
yet? This is a job for the cops. It’s
got beyond our control now. Mr. Lock-
hart you better phone Headquarters.”

Lockhart merely nodded his head,
walked into the outer office, crossed it
and vanished into another room. Per-
haps three or four minutes passed.
Then Fouquet strolled over to a win-
dow and looked out. He saw the tiny
forms of men running toward the build-
ing far below. Fouquet pushed the win-
dow up and leaned out cautiously.

“Allen,” he yelled. “Allen, 1—look.
I—I think somebody is hurt down
there. I can see a form lying on the
sidewalk.”

Joe Allen growled something about
uncalled for interruptions, but he
looked out of the window. When he
ducked back, he was pale and-drawn.

“Everybody stay here,” he warned.
“If you take chances and show your-

o
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selves, the killer may rub you out too.
I'm going down to the street. I—I'm
afraid the corpse down there is—Lock-
hart.”

Allen darted out of the office, looked
around for Lockhart and didn’t find
him. He got into the private elevator
and sent it down. On the street level he
rushed through the lobby, battled his
way through the crowd and then he
stopped abruptly. The man who lay
on the sidewalk had fallen from the
building. He was undoubtedly Lock-
hart for he wore the same clothing and
was exactly the same build. However,
positive identification was impossible,
for the corpse no longer had a face. It
was nothing but a welter of blood and
mangled flesh.

Then a detective cruiser howled up

‘' with dying siren. The rear door

opened, and Lieutenant McGrath of the
Homicide Squad alighted. He was
about forty-five, beefy-faced, chunky
but extremely fast in action. There was
a permanent determined look on his
face. McGrath was all cop. He’d only
recently been raised from the rank of
sergeant. He’d battled his way up
from the ranks and was considered
one of the best men on the force. Mc-
Grath had only one bane in life—the
Black Bat! The mere mention of that
eerie figure’s name was enough to raise
McGrath’s blood pressure.

Joe Allen saw him, squeezed over to
his side and tugged at his sleeve.

“Well, Allen,” McGrath growled,
“you got your long beak in this mess?”

“I'm in it to my ankles—maybe over
my head,” Joe Allen answered. “That
guy on the sidewalk ain’t the only dead
man. There’s two ex-Federal Bureau of

- Investigation lads on the thirty-second

floor of this building. And, Mister,
they are ‘ex’—what I mean. Somebody
stuck poisoned hypo needles into the
back of their necks. McGrath, if you
ever bumped your head against the im-
possible, you're about to do it now.
Them two boys were murdered with
five witnesses looking on and—listen

to this—nobody was close enough to
either man to kill him.”

“And this guy on the sidewalk,”
McGrath gestured toward the grisly
corpse. “I suppose he just tried to take
a walk out of the window. Don’t be a
fool, Allen. If there’s been a double
murder upstairs, this guy did it and
took a dry dive in preference to facing
the chair, It’s as easy as that.”

“Yeah?” Joe Allen asked derisively.
“Easy as that, huh? You don’t know
who this dead guy happens to be. It’s
Lockhart, the big shot himself. He
hired those two men who were killed
upstairs. He paid them to dig up in-
formation. Do you think he’d knock
them off ?”

McGrath whistled softly and his
face grew harsh. “Lockhart, eh?
Stick around, Allen. If you’d like to
keep that private dick license, stick
around, understand?”’

CHAPTER II
Accident or Murder

LMOST directly
across the great city
a man sat before the
fireplace of his
home. Tony Quinn,
once a promising
young District At-
torney, had been
blinded by acid in a
= battle with crooks

who sought to destroy important evi-

dence.

A thin-faced man, almost entirely
bald, entered the room with a tray
which he placed carefully on a coffee
table, poured a cup of coffee and
handed it to Tony Quinn. Kirby Neor-
ton, better known as “Silk,” was
Quinn’s all-around servant and closest
friend. He acted as Quinn’s eyes when

anyone was present. For Tony Quinn :

was not really blind.
“Nice day,” Quinn said with a smile.
“I think I'll take my cane and tap my-
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self out a little walk. Need the exer-
cise, Silk.”

The valet poured in a small quantity
of cream and added a lump of sugar.

“Sometimes,” he said, “I think you
ought to give up this business, sir, and
let everyone know you’re no longer
stone blind. You can’t get away with
it forever. Sooner or later some smart
crook will find out Tony Quinn, blind
man, is really The Black Bat! If Lieu-
tenant McGrath doesn’t prove it first.”

Tony Quinn smiled, his whole face
lighting up. It was a strong, good face,
but some people might have winced at
the sight of him. The corrosive acid
hurled into his face had wrought deep
scars, Tony Quinn made it a point
never to think of them. They indi-
cated positive evidence-that the same
acid had seared his eyes into perma-
nent blindness. ‘

But Tony Quinn had recovered the

use of his eyes. Months after his fight

with the acid-throwing crooks, when
he had reached the depths of despair,
an extremely pretty girl had appeared
out of the night. She was Carol Bald-
win. Acting under her orders, Tony
Quinn had secretly visited a surgeon
in a small mid-western town. There
he had recovered his sight through the
substitution of another man’s healthy
corneas.

Later he discovered that he owed
his sight to Carol's father who had
been a detective. A thug’s bullet had
smashed into the back of Baldwin’s
head, paralyzing several nerves that
controlled the eyes and blinding him.
Dying, and without the slightest hope,
he had sent Carol to bring Quinn to
this surgeon. Under the doctor’s
skilled hands the detective’s eyes be-
came Tony Quinn’s. Shortly after

" the operation Carol’s father died, but

in dying he gave new life to Tony
Quinn.

So was the Black Bat born. Re-
solved to fight crime with crime’s own
ruthless methods, he kept the recovery
of his sight a strict secret. As blind

Tony Quinn, ex-district attorney, he
would never be suspected. But at
night he prowled the darkness garbed
in black clothing with a hood that cov-
ered his entire head and a cape that
was -ribbed and scalloped to resemble
the wings of a bat. The underworld
had come to know this figure and dread
it,

There were countless stories about
the weird powers of this stramge crea-
ture, but only three people knew the
real truth. As a sort of repayment for
his months of blindness, Quinn dis-
covered that he was able to see as well
in darkness as he was in the brightest
sunlight. Even colors were’ vivid.
And yet his hearing and sense of touch
had grown extremely acute during his
period of blindness, and the Black Bat
found use for all of these senses.

Three people knew his dual identity.
Silk Norton was one of them. Once
Silk had been a confidence man, as
smooth as the nickname that still
clung to him. Then there was Jack
O’Leary, known as Butch because of

" his vast bulk and insatiable appetite.

Slower in thought than Silk, Butch was
nevertheless a formidable antagonist
in any kind of trouble. His devotion
to the Bat was strong. No form of
torture would have made him reveal
the Bat’s true identity.

Carol Baldwin was the third person
in the know. She also took an active
part in the Bat’s constant campaign
against those men who believed they
were greater than the law. Blonde, de-
cidedly pretty, a bend stronger than
mere friendship had grown between
her and the Bat. Both she and Butch
maintained quarters not far from Tony

Quinn’s big residence, Their visits to -

him were accomplished by means of a
hidden tunnel into his house. The Bat
took no chances on placing either of
them in danger.

UINN finished his coffee, used his
left hand to feel around for the
table and then put the cup on it. He

=
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never forgot that he was supposed to
be stone blind. Ewen though he was
sure that no one watched, he contin-
ually acted his part every moment ex-
cept when he became the Bat.

Someone punched the door buzzer.
Silk started up and his eyes flashed
suspiciously. Quinn settled back in
his chair. His eyes were dead look-
ing. They stared just above the glow-
ing embers in the fireplace and the
cleverest eye specialist would have
sworn Tony Quinn was blind.

Silk ushered in a neatly dressed
man who seemed to be highly agitated.
He accepted the chair that Silk shoved
toward him. Then he leaned close to
Quinn.

“I'm Rigby,” he said.
me?”’

Quinn shook his head slowly and
wrinkled his forehead in thought. “If
I could see your face, perhaps I might
recognize you. Your voice does seem
familiar.”

“I used to be a member of the
F.B.I.,” Rigby answered. “About
eight months before you were —
blinded, I had a long talk with you
about a minor spy ring. You were Dis-
trict Attorney. We broke up the ring
easily.”

Tony Quinn’s face lighted up. “Of
course,” he said. “How are you, Mr.
Rigby? What can I do for you?”

Rigby dropped his voice to almost a
whisper. “There’s the very devil to
pay, Mr. Quinn. Two other ex-agents
and my self were retained by a group
of millionaires calling themselves the
Society Americana. They've been
throwing money and time into one of
the biggest spy hunts I’'ve ever heard
of. Worthy work, but dangerous. I
think the spy ring is wise to me.
About two hours ago I was nearly
shoved off a subway platform in front
of an incoming train. Plain luck was
on my side.”

“But what do you want from me?”
Quinn asked with a puzzled frown.

Rigby leaned closer. “I think that

“Remember

McGrath

spy ring we knew—they were delving
in smuggling at that time, too, if you
recall—is the nucleus from which this

massive ring has grown. The F.B.IL
turned the case over to you for prose-
cution because there was a murder
mixed up in it. You talked to the im-
portant men involved in that affair.
Did they tell you anything signifi-
cant? About who was paying them

. and directing their activities, I mean?”

Quinn shook his head slowly.
“There were two men, indicted and
convicted of killing a police officer.
They both went to the electric chair
with sealed lips. Spies certainly
should be wiped out before they get
too deeply entrenched. Tell me more
about this Society Americana. Who
comprises it? I'd be agreeable to con-
tribute financially to their work. I
wouldn’t be of much use otherwise.”

Rigby sighed and arose. “I’'m sorry,
sir. I've promised not to divulge any
infermatien, even to a reliable person
as I know you to be. 1T just hoped you
might have some little lead. Sloane

and Collier dug up something impor- -,

tant. As for me, all I've found out is
that pocket-watches fly.”
“A watch that flies?” Quinn
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frowned. “What kind of nonsense is
that?”

“I'm not so sure that it is nonsense,”
Rigby answered. “That’s the whole
trouble with all this. I'm not sure
about amything. But Sloane and Col-
lier are. They know what that watch
really means. That’s why I’'m working
another angle and leaving that for
them.”

“Kt’s most intriguing,” Quinn said.
“I’d like to know more about it. A
blind man has so little to think about.”

RIGBY shook hands with Quinn.
W “Sorry, even if I knew I couldn’t
tell you at this stage of the game.
Don’t bother to get up, Mr. Quinn. I
can find the door all right.”

Quinn smiled. “I was just getting
ready to take a little walk when you
arrived. I’ll go to the deor with you.”

Rigby bade him good-by at the en-
trance and hurried down the path to
the street. He started along the side-
walk, and Quinn was turning away
when he heard the roar of a powerful
motor. He turned back. The mask of
blindness over his eyes vanished. A
big sedan was racing down the street
and turning toward the sidewalk,

Rigby saw it coming, gave a yell of
alarm and tried to get out of the way.
But the sedan hurtled the curb, struck
the investigator and flung him back
against a high stone wall. The car
kept coming, struck the wall and
pinned Rigby thete.

“Silk!” Quinn called out.
hurry 1”

Silk came barging down the hall-
way. He looked out the door, took in

“Silk—

the situation at a glance and began -

running toward the wrecked car.
Quinn’s cane tapped an impatient tat-
too on the porch. He ached to go over
there and find out what had happened,
but other people were apptoaching,
and Tony Quinn was a blind man.

A radio car howled up and then an
ambulance. Silk returned, his face
somewhat ashen.

“Dead, sir. Smashed to pieces against
the brick wall. Whoever did it jumped
over the wall and got clear. The cops
say the car was stolen about an hour
ago.”

Suddenly Quinn’s hand gripped Silk
tightly. Another car had pulled up
and Lieutenant MeGrath climbed out
of it.

“McGrath will learn that Rigby
came to see me just before he was
killed. Several people saw him com-
ing out.”

“But what of it?” Silk asked. “Can’t
a man call on you and get killed by a
hit-and-run driver a few minutes later.?
You don’t think McGrath will try to
pin that on you?”

“No, of course not,” Quinn replied.
“But, Silk, Rigby was investigating a
spy ring. He was murdered—I’'m sure
of it—for he told me of another at-
tempt on his life just before he came
here. Rigby discovered something and
it was dangerous for someone if he
went on living. Do you think the
Black Bat is going to stand by and let
spies get away with a thing like this?
Spies in a neutral country are war
makers—and murderers. I detest
them more than I hate ordinary crime
and the poor fools who think they are
clever enough to beat the law. I'm
going to find out why Rigby was killed
and by whom. The Bat will come to
life again and that will make McGrath
grow suspicious. -Here he comes. If
he questions you, tell the truth.”

McGrath walked up on the porch,
shoved his hat to the back of his head
and surveyed Tony Quinn from head
to foot. .

“It’s Lieutenant McGrath, sir,” Silk
said softly.

“I know,” Quinn smiled. “I could
tell his step a mile away. You have
flat feet, Lieutenant.”

MGGRATH propped himself
against the porch railing. *“I
didn’t come here to talk about the
state of my feet, Mr. Quinn. There’s
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been a man killed down the street. I
understand he paid you a visit just be-
fore he died. What did he want?”

Quinn’s blank, staring eyes were
centered about a foot above McGrath’s
head. “He was investigating some-
thing or other. He came asking in-
formation about a case I handled when
I—could see.”

“Yeah,” McGrath said derisively, “It
couldn’t be that he thought you were
the Black Bat and came to ask your
help. Sometimes I have my doubts,
but right now I think Rigby came to
see you because he was tipped off that
you are the Bat. Rigby was an ex-G-
man. 'He’s not the first ex-G-man to
die today. Two others were murdered
in offices rented by some crazy outfit
called the Society Americana. Rigby
was a pal of theirs. I knew all three of
them.

“And another thing—a millionaire
named Lockhart took a dive out a win-
dow and made unrecognizable hash of
his features. Maybe he knocked him-
self off—maybe he was murdered. I'm
not sure yet, but I am positive that
Rigby knew something about those
kills.” ,

Quinn’s impassive features betrayed
none of the surprise raging within him.
Sloane and Collier dead? One of the
men who hired them also dead—per-
haps murdered, too. Now Rigby had
met sudden, violent death. What was
it all leading to? Certainly now, de-
spite McGrath’s suspicions, the Bat
would take a hand.

“I'm sorry, Lieutenant,” Quinn said ~

slowly. “I told the truth. Kirby, my
valet, was in the room at the time and
heard everything that was said. If
you continue to believe I am the Black
Bat, that is your privilege. It was my
impression that this Bat person
worked alone and that no one knew his
identity.. Then how do you account
for Rigby coming here and asking my
help because I am the Bat? Think
again, Lieutenant, and don’t forget
that I happen to be blind.”

McGrath shrugged. “Well, I got
nothing personal against you, Quinn.
When you were the D.A. we handled
some fancy cases together and did a
good job on them. But I still think
you’re the Black Bat, blind or not.

Some day I'll nail you. The Bat may. .

fight crime just as I do, but he breaks
plenty of laws in doing it. Remember
that!”

McGrath bit off the tip of a cigar,
glared at Silk and left.

“Just a good-natured cop, gentle as
a lamb and with lots of tact,” Silk com-
mented. “But he’s no dumb-bell, sir.
That man would give his back teeth to
land you. Now shall we get ready for
that walk?”

“Walk?” Quinn said blankly. “Oh
—no, Silk. It’s late afternoon. In a
short time it will be dark and bats will
be flying. I don’t even know who or
what we’re dealing with, Silk, but four
murders in one afternoon indicates the
men behind them aren’t given to un-
easy consciences. Better see that my
guns are in trim.”

“Yes, sir.” Silk scurried away.

CHAPTER III
Visitor in Black

UINN walked back
into the house. Silk
was already drawing
the curtains in the
study. Quinn walked
up to a blank wall,
touched a hidden
control, and a door
opened. He stepped

E8E» 9 into a white tiled
laboratory, so constructed that only
by actually tearing the house down,
would it be discovered. From this se-
cret room led a tunnel beneath Quinn’s
estate, ending in a small garden house
at the far end of the heavily arbored
yard. By ‘this means Quinn could
leave and enter without being seen.

The laboratory was equipped with
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all manner of scientific devices used in
detecting and suppressing crime.  Dur-
ing the weeks in which he had to wait
for his eyes to heal, Quinn had studied.
At first Silk read to him and then,
when the bandages were removed from
his eyes, Quinn had taken a more ac-
tive part in training himself for this
grim fight. Independently wealthy, he
could afford to spend large sums on
equipment, and the best police lab in
the world was no better furnished than
this.

Quinn opened a small closet and
drew out a strange looking costume,
He donned the hood which covered his
head completely except for small slits
through which he could see. There
were black garments and a cape for his

shoulders which fastened under the

arms. It billowed out and became taut
when he spread his arms wide. In
shadow or darkness Quinn looked like
an immense bat, wings outspread for
quick flight,

“What’s the first step?” Silk asked
as he carefully removed surplus oil
from a thirty-eight automatic. Then
he added hopefully, “Any chance of my
getting in on it?” .

“You are in,” Quinn said. “So ac-
tively that you’ll have to disguise your-
self. One of those rigs you used when
you floated around the country taking
pennies from those poor orphans and
widows.”

Silk grimaced. “The omly men I
ever cheated were those with more lar-
ceny in their hearts than I had—and
every one of ’em could afford it. Any-
way, I spent all the dough, so it’s just
another way to keep up distribution of
wealth, sir.”

Quinn chuckled, because Silk had
completely reformed and he was as
trustworthy as a man could be. “Use
the disguise which makes you look like
a long-haired professor. Go to the
Falkner Building where the men were
murdered and Lockhart toek a dive out
of the window. - Find out everything
you can about the society and every-

one who was on the scene when all this
happened.”

“And you, sir?” 8ilk asked.

Quinn began remeving his outer
clothes and replacing the comfortable
tweeds with the Bat’s garb. He put
black crepe-soled shoes on his feet,
slipped his hands into black silk gloves
and surveyed himsel in the mirror.
Certainly this weird being looked
nothing like Tony Quinn. Neither did
the brilliant, piercing eyes that glit-
tered through the slits in the mask,
resemble the dead, blank eyes of Tony
Quinn, :

“Contact Butch and Carol,” he said.
“Have them stand by for trouble. I'm
going to find out what killed those two
agents and whether or not Lockhart
really jumped or was pushed. From
what I’ve learned his features were
gacticaﬂy eradicated. If he didn’t
and on his head the fall probably was
not responsible,
morgue, Silk.”

After darkness had set in complete-
ly, Quinn used the tunnel, reached the
garden house and made sure he was
unobserved. He slipped out of the
gate, ran lightly along the sidewalk to
where a cheap, rather battered coupé
was parked. It was always there, in
readiness for the Bat’s use.

I'm going to the

HE City Morgue was located in a

quiet part of the city. Anyone who
happened to be passing by, might have
thought they had seen a flitting shad-
ow darting alongside the gray build-
ing, but they would have passed it off
as a figment of their imagination, in-

duced by what that building repre-

sented. The Bat’s black outfit blended
perfectly with the darkness.

He reached the back of the building,
saw one of the morgue wagons parked

in front of the garage and listened
-carefully to be sure no one was close

by. Now the Bat’s super-sensitive

eyes became invaluable, They pene-

trated the night as though it was day-
light. His keen hearing detected no

v g
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sound to give away the presence of an-
other person nearby, and he saw no
one.

The Bat stepped beneath a window
of stained glass. He drew a thin piece
of steel from his pocket, slid it between
the sashes and opened the latch., He
raised the window quietly, climbed in-
side and closed it again.

He was in some kind of a store room.
Piled-up boxes, stacked at random on
the floor, were no menace to his move-
ments for they were revealed plainly
to his abnormal eyes. He reached a
door, opened it a crack and looked into
a long corridor. Now he heard voices.
One of them made him grimace. De-
tective-lieutenant McGrath was talk-
ing.

“Okay, Doc, you say it was a shot of
hydrocyanic acid. But what I’d like to
know is how could anybody walk up
behind two healthy men, slide a needle

. into the back of their necks and inject

the stuff without the victim yelling? A
needle hurts—even in the back of the
neck, doesn’t it?”

“It does, and these two men were in-
jected very deeply. I don’t pretend to
understand how it was done, Lieuten-
ant. That’s your job. Now if you’ll
wait a moment, we’'ll go down to the
autopsy room and give Lockhart a go-
ing over.”

Lieutenant McGrath, draped on the
edge of a desk, didn’t see the shadow
that slipped along the corridor. He was

too busy trying to puzzle out how those
agents had permitted the murderer to.

poison them without making the slight-
est resistance, _

Five minutes later McGrath grim-
aced when the medical examiner re-
moved the sheet covering what was left
of Lockhart. The dead man’s face
wasn’t pleasant to look upon. The
doctor worked methodically, dictating
notes to one of the morgue attendants
as he progressed. Finally he¢ began
drawing off his rubber gloves.

“This man died of a fractured skull—
to put it mildly,” he said. “His whole

head was caved in. There are no signs
of poison nor of bruises that he might
have suffered if someone had forced
him out of the window. I think we can
safely assume that he committed sui-
cide, Lieutenant.”

McGrath sighed. “And won’t that

make my life happier. If he bumped

himself off, he must have had a hand in
the murder of those two ex-G-men.
And will you tell me why a man like
Lockhart would be implicated in mur-
der?”

The medical examiner shrugged,
opened his mouth to speak and left it
that way, agape. The autopsy room
was illuminated only by a strong lamp
hung directly above the operating table.
It winked out. McGrath reached to-
ward his hip pocket.

@@l WOULDN’T do that, Lieuten-

ant,” a soft voice came out of -

the darkness. “All I ask is that you
stand against the wall. You, too,
Doctor, and your assistant as well.”
“Who are you?” the medical exam-
iner croaked. “What do you want?”
There was no reply. Under cover of
the inky darkness, the Bat worked furi-
ously. He deftly inked the hands of the
dead man, made impressions of each
finger on a white card and then wiped
the fingers clean. Perhaps this corpse,
with face completely unrecognizable,

‘wasn’t Lockhart’s. The Bat intended

to find out.

He moved toward the door, but none

of the men in the room could see him
doing it. Three minutes went by and
the only sound was the hoarse breath-
ing of the medical examiner and his
assistant. McGrath was chewing the
stub of a cigar, but he made no move
to reach for his gun.

Then the light above the table sud-
denly flashed on. The medical examiner
covered his eyes for a moment, ac-
customed them to the glare and then
moved forward.

“Just take a look on the operating
table, Doc,” McGrath said quietly. “I

. =
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think you’ll find the image of a bat
pasted there. Am I right?”

The medical examiner saw it as Mc-
Grath spoke. It was merely a small
silhouette of a bat, wings outspread in
full flight. This was the brand of the
Black Bat.

“How did you know it was there?”
he asked. “Who was that? He moved
around in the darkness as though he
could see.”

‘““He can,”” McGrath answered
glumly. “And how did I know that
sticker was there? I'm psychic. Now
let’s see if we can figure out what the
Bat wanted with the corpse.”

While McGrath busied himself look-
ing for clues, the Bat was upstairs in
the darkened offices of the medical ex-
aminer’s quarters. On the desk were
the death certificates for Sloane and
Collier. The Bat read them in the dark-
ness as easily as if they’d been under
a desk lamp. Then he found a more de-
tailed report. It was brief but interest-
ing.

t 2]

Strange contraction of the eye pupils in-
dicating some myotic drug, but every test
fails to show presence of anything but the
hydrocyanic acid that a%pasrently caused
death. Contents of stomach reveal that both
men ate a hearty meal an hour before death.
Evidence of meat, fotatoes, green beans and
a tapioca dessert, all far from being digested.
Poison was administered directly into a vein
at the back of the neck, Needle penetrated
slightly more than three centimeters and full
lead of the hypo given. Only part of the
drug was absorbed. Definitely a cleverly
planned double murder,

The Bat carefully replaced the pa-

pers, walked quietly toward the rear
door and then paused. A telephone bell
was ringing. He heard someone yawn,
sigh and answer the phone,

“Falkner Building? What? Anether
suicide, huh? Okay, Officer, we’ll be
right up.”

The Bat suddenly felt beads of pers-
piration from beneath his hoed. The
Falkner Building! 8ilk was there,
making a quiet investigation. Was the
mergue wagon being called to pick up
his corpse?

CHAPTER IV
Hard te Handle

ILK left Quinn’s
house a full hour be-
fore his master de-
parted. Had anyone
been watching, he
would never have
recognized the valet.
The man heading for
the sidewalk was

sea..  Older than Silk, had
curly gray hair and a short, mousy

beard. He wore a black fedora, and a
pair of glasses perched precariously on
his nose lent an air to him. His white-
edged vest, brown gloves and cane
added to the picture. Silk knew how to
disguise himself.

He walked to the corner, hailed a taxi
by waving his cane and was driven to
the business section. He paid off the
driver, walked slowly along the street
until he reached the entrance of the
Falkner Building. He slipped inside
unobtrusively, disdained the elevator
and began methodically climbing the
stairs.

This was the oddest case he’d ever
seen the Black Bat handle. Even the
Bat didn’t know exactly what it was all
about except that the danger was from
a lethal spy ring. Collier, Sloane and
Rigby had been murdered because they
knew too much. Lockhart? Silk wasn’t
sure about him, but there was a vague
notion in the back of his head that
Lockheart either knew too much and

was murdered or he had suddenly gone

mad and leaped to his death.

Silikk found that there was no stairway
to the thirty-second floor. Prowling
the corridor, he located the private ele-
vator, got in and sent it up. He opened
the door very softly and directly before
him, he spotted the office door labeled
SOCIETY AMERICANA. It being
night, the place was dark and deserted.

He fished a bunch of keys out of his
pocket, studied the lock and tried one

S s e S
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key. It slid into the lock easily, but
the belt refused to turn. Silk frowned,
dropped a hand on the knob and turned
it. The door was already unlocked. He
drew a gun from his hip pocket,
thumbed off the safety and suddenly
flung the door wide. Light from the
hallway served to illuminate the room.
Apparently no one lurked there.

Silk stepped into the room. He felt a
faint breeze on the nape of his neck and
he swung around quickly, There was
an ugly looking Luger pistol three
inches from his eyes. Behind it was a
slender, well dressed man who wore
shell-rimmed glasses and a scowl that
indicated he didn’t like this intrusion.

“Drop the gun,” he said. “Then walk

over against the wall and sit down. I
suppose you are selling books or pos-
sibly giving demonstrations of a vac-
uum cleaner. You shouldn’t use pri-
vate elevators, my stupid friend. ' That
one in the corridor gives a signal in this
office when it is being used. Now what
do you want?”

Silk’s glib tongue failed him for one
of the few times in his life. There
simply wasn’t any logical excuse for his
entering the office and the man with the
gun didn’t look as though he’d believe
the truth if Silk were crazy enough to
tell it. So Silk said nothing. He
watched the man narrowly, looking for
a chance to rush that gun.

HE man pulled a chair over in front

of Silk and sat down himself. He
had selected a straight-backed chair
and he rocked slowly on its two hind
legs.

“Then I must assume you are a thief
and turn you over to the police,” he
said smoothly. “I would hate to do
that, so why not tell me what brought
you here?”

Silk wetted his lips. His right foot
moved out a trifle, as though he were
stretching it in an unconscious move-
ment.

“I—" he began.

Then his right foot shot forward. The

toe hooked under a round of the chair
which the armed man oecupied and he
heaved. The resultant crash was ear-
splitting in the silence of the building.
The armed man went flyig backward.
His gun left his hand and skidded into
a corner. Silk dived for it. : The door
leading into another of the rooms
opened Two blg men cat@ulteﬂ aut,
took in the situation at a glance and
pounced on Silk,

He fought furiously for he had an
idea that his life was at stake. One
fist collided with a man’s nose and drew
blood, but that was the only blow Silk
struck. Two huge hands circled his
throat and squeezed. Above him the

ceiling lights began to dance crazily.

His lungs strained for air. He could
feel those powerful fingers collapsmg
his wind pipe, bending the bones in his
throat. Silk suddenly went limp.

“Let the fool up!” the spectacled man

ordered sharply. ‘“Make no more noise |

than necessary. Fritz step into the hall
and keep your eyes open. He may not
have been alone, and I must find out
who he is and who sent him.”

Silk was only dimly aware of being
picked up and thrown down on the flat

top of the sturdy table in the ante-room. -

His only advantage—and it may have
been temporary —was that he had
thrust the automatic under his vest be-
fore passing out. Somebody now
slapped his face smartly, and he tried
to open his eyes.

The angry leader, shaken and cloth-
ing awry, snarled at his assistants.

“Get back to your search in the com-
mittee room,” he ordered. “I will at-
tend to this fine fellow.”

Silk managed to open his eyes sui-
ficiently to watch the thugs hasten back
into the other office. The glimpse he
got of the chamber showed they had
certainly been searching diligently for
something. Every article of furniture
had been opened or smashed and
shoved around. A wall ventilator had
been ripped away, the rug had been
rolled up, curtains had been jerked

&



THE BLACK BAT'S SPY TRAIL 29

down, and even a radiator had been
broken from its base.

But Silk had little time for contem-
plation on this savage ruthlessness. His
tormentor had drawn a suspicious look-
ing flask from his pocket and was now
pouring some of its contents into a
small glass. i

“Dumkopf thdt you are,” he com-
plained. “I have to waste this good
schnapps on you to bring you around
for questioming, I—"

ILK figured this to be the right

moment for his escape. . As the
man with the flask finished filling the
tumbler Silk snatched his gun from
beneath his vest, hastily sat up, and
fired at the hottle. The flask shattered
into fragments, but the man was not
without a certain resourcefulness. He
dashed the econtents of the glass
straight into his prisoner’s face.

This settled 8ilk and scuttled his
chances. Blinded, he was swiftly dis-
armed and made secure.

“Now,” panted the leader, thoroughly
enraged, “before I let my men tear you
apart, my wily friend, you tell me why
you came here and who you are.
Shnell!”

“I came here to look for the same
thing you don’t seem able to find,” said
Silk coelly, playing for time.

This statement galvanized his cap-
tor. “What? Who told you about the
watch? How did you know what its
secret is? Who are you?”

“You'd be surprised,” said Silk, at
last beginning to see a little through
watery, burning eyes.

The other bit off a curse and called
to one of his men,

“This is no place to question this
man. He knows something dangerous.
If he came here to find the watch, per-
haps others will come. Take him away.”

“Of course, Excellency,” the big man
agreed. “But it will be difficult. We
must do it so no one can suspect and
try to stop us. Wait—I have it. Today
I watched ‘three men carried away from

Silk
this building in a truck from the
morgue. If we could get one of those.”

The spectacled man nodded eagerly.
“SBometimes,” he said, “you show that
you were born with a few brains.
Watch him!”

The spectacled man walked over to
a phone, thumbled through the phone
book and then dialed a number.

“This is Officer Grogan. There is a
dead man in the Falkner Building—a
suicide, You will send out at once,
please. Yes, another suicide.”

He hung up, turned around and
smiled at Silk. “You see, we are clever,
too. When the truck from the morgue
arrives, the attendants will carry the
basket into the lobby. My men will be
waiting. They will take the uniforms
of the attendants, put you in the basket
and carry you out. Simple, is it not?
No one can possibly suspect that you
are being kidnaped. Or perhaps you
might prefer to talk here? I guarantee
it would be easier if you did.”

“BEasier how?” Silk snorted. “You'd
put a bullet through my skull maybe,
instead of torturing me. No, thanks—
I want to live as long as possible even
if I have to suffer. And you know, it
might be a novelty riding in a morgue
wagon at that.”

The spectacled man jerked his head
to the left. Ong of his thugs grinned,
stepped behind Silk and brought down
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his fist. Silk felt a terrific explosion
and things turned black. He slumped
out of the davenport on to the floor.

HILE these three men worked
W with astonishing dispatch, Silk
remained unconscious. He didn’t re-
cover consciousness until the jolting of
the morgue wagon began banging his
head against the wooden block used as
a pillow in the basket. Silk came back
to his senses with the full realization
of what had happened. He put the flat
of his hands against the lid of the bas-
ket and pushed, but the straps had
been firmly affixed and he couldn’t
budge it. There was plenty of air, but
Silk needed more than oxygen. He
knew too well what fate was in store
for him.

The truck stopped, someone opened
the door and the basket, with Silk in-
side, was hauled out. He heard voices
as he felt himself being carried into a
house.

“Take the truck and run it off a
bridge into the river. Be sure no one
sees you do this.”

Someone loosened the straps, and
Silk blinked in the rays of a light di-
rectly above his head. The spectacled
man called “Excellency” peered down
at him.

“Shall we save ourselves trouble and
dispatch you at once or will you, per-
haps, talk a little?”

Stall that was Silk’s one hope for life.
He did some rapid thinking in the next
minute.

“T’ll talk,” he declared sullenly. “Let
me out of here first.”

Silk was hauled out of the basket,
watched by two men and led over to a

chair. He sat down, pressed his hand

against his temples and groaned. The
spectacled man stood above him, look-
ing down with an unspoken question
written on his face.

“1 was after the watch,” Silk said and
wondered just what kind of a watch it
was and what significance it had in this
odd case. He determined to try a shot

in the dark. “You don’t think those
other boys kept it a secret, do you?”

The spectacled man smiled smugly.
“So those fools, Lockhart and his crew
of super-patriotic nit-wits, hired more
than three agents. But no matter. You
have chosen to defy us, lost miserably,
and your fate is death!”

He turned and spoke in a foreign
tongue to the other two men. Silk
sensed that the manner of his death was
being described. He couldn’t afford to
wait any longer. The next act might
have an abrupt curtain so far as he was
concerned. He suddenly came out of
that chair like-a catapult.

One of the bigger men made a lunge
for him, but Silk avoided that like a
weasel might slip around a charging
elephant. He hit the spectacled man
head on, drove him back against the
wall and tried a short jab to the chin.
This had to be finished fast, before the
other two hulking brutes could gather
together their wits and enter the action.

But the spectacled man was light on
his feet and though he didn’t pack much
of a punch, he squirmed out of Silk’s
embrace, danced lightly away like an
expert swordsman and waited for Silk
to charge again. Silk started a lunge,
checked himself and saw his victim
leap to the right.

E changed his tactics promptly

and let go with a long, looping

right. It caught the man on the cheek,

bobbed his head over and forced a cry
of pain from his lips.

Silk forgot the other two men. He
closed in, hammered another pair of
jabs and then gave the man a violent
shove. He whirled, streaked for the
door and had his hand on the knob
when a chair came down in a direct
collision with his skull. He emitted
a sigh as his knees buckled under him.

Dazed, but still conscious, Silk could
offer no resistance when he was stuffed

back into the wicker basket. He heard

the straps draw tight, and then the
basket was picked up and carried out-
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side. The basket was propped up
against the rear seat of a car. The mo-
tor roared, and Silk lost all hepe.

Then, vaguely, Silk heard a shot. The
motor of the car ceased roaring and
dropped to a low purr. He heard the
two hulking men start running toward
the house. There was no mistaking
their heavy feet pounding on the gravel
driveway.

The spectacled man emerged from
the house, pistol in hand. He directed
a search of the premises that took fif-
teen minutes. There was no sign of
whoever had fired that single shot.

“Bah,” the spectacled man growled.
“It was perhaps a hunter discharging
his gun for the sake of hearing it ex-
plode. No one knows of this place.
There can be no spying interlopers in
the vicinity. Back to your work.” Take
that fool to the river. Throw into the
basket as much scrap iron as you can
find. Rock will do if you cannot find
anything else. Then drop the basket
and all into the river. Hurry—I have
other work for you. Where’s Freid-
rich? Why does he not come when I
so order it?”

The two men trotted back to the car.
One made sure the wicker morgue
basket was still there and that some-
one was inside. They headed north on
the highway, parked well off the road
and beside a swiftly moving river.
The basket was hauled out, dropped on
the ground and the two men began ac-
cumulating a heap of good-sized rocks.

Finally one of them unstrapped the
lid of the basket, In the darkness he
could see only a shadowy form lying
very still inside. They began drop-
ping the rocks into the basket, half-
covering their victim until they were
sure enough weight had been added to
keep the corpse on the river bottom
for weeks.

One of the men was unable to re-
sist the temptation of taunting his vic-
tim, “It is fitting,” he said in a gruff,
accented voice, “that you die like this.
You ‘even have a casket. Are we not

Carol

kind to think ef that?”

There was no reply. The big man
reached inside the basket and seized
his victim by the throat. He let go
suddenly, pulled his hand back as
though his fingers had touched molten
steel. Something dripped off them.

“Himmel—blood! Otto—a match,
quickly!” 5

The other spy scraped a match, held
it high and for a moment both men
were certain this must be some wild
ﬁgment of a dream. The man who lay
in the basket was Freidrich, the valet
of his excellency. There was a bullet
hole directly between his eyes and
pasted just above-it was the black
image of a bat, wings spread in flight.

CHAPTER V
McGrath Comes Close

f HEN the Bat heard
that telephone call
come in, he went
into swift action.
There was one sure
way of checking on
the corpse at the

' Falkner Building.
He beat the morgue
attendants to their

wagon, opened the rear door and dis-

covered that the insidé of the truck
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consisted of two compartments. The
wicker basket occupied one and above
it was another space for a second vic-
tim. Only a rolled up stretcher oc-
cupied this niche. He hauled himself
up, squeezed his bulk into this upper
compartment and pulled the door shut
after him. Half a minute later the
truck rolled away.

There was no window in the rear
door and the Bat could only pray that
he was being taken to the right desti-
nation. Moments later, the basket was
taken out and he had a glimpse of the
busy street in front of the Falkner
Building. He weighed the idea of
slipping out and invading the offices
of the Society Americana, but gave it
up for two reasons. There was no
crowd ; there was no policeman in evi-
dence. This looked like a trap of some
sort,

Minutes went by and the Bat’s limbs
ached from being cramped up. Then
the rear door opened again and the
basket was slipped inside. The Bat
glimpsed the faces of the men who
handled it. He knew instantly what
had happened. The real attendants
had been disposed of and their places
taken by a couple of killers. He won-
dered if Silk were inside the basket
and if he was still alive. The Bat
slipped the hood from over one side of
his head, cocked his ear and listened.
Faint, hoarse breathing reached his ex-
traordinarily acute hearing organs.
Whoever was in the basket lived.

This ride took the better part of an
hour before the truck stopped. The
Bat waited until the basket was hauled
out and an intense silence fell. Then
he slipped out himself, stretched for
a few seconds and got his bearings.
He was somewhere in a suburban sec-
tion and behind a fairly good-sized
single family dwelling. Lights blazed
on the first floor. .

He crept toward a window, raised
his head cautiously and through heavy
curtains that were parted only a crack,
he had a fair view of the interior. His

heart gave an exultant leap when he
saw Silk, alive and apparently bluffing
his way along. The Bat still watched
when Silk swung into action and was
rapped on the head with a chair. To
invade the place now would probably
have been dangerous. There were
four men in the room and all well
armed.

But from the moment that Silk
crashed to the floor, the Bat’s auto-
matic was trained on the spectacled
man. He watched Silk thrown into the
wicker basket. Orders were being
given two huge, apelike men. The Bat
pressed his ear against the window
and made out enough of the conversa-
tion to realize what was going on.

He slipped quietly back from the
house. He heard a snarl, the sound of
a heavy chain being dragged along the
ground and then a dog barked vicious-
ly. Half a minute later the rear door
opened and a man emerged, holding a
gun in his fist. He called soothingly
to the dog, but the animal had the
Bat’s scent and kept up an incessant
baying. The man walked over to the
beast, unhooked his chain and, grip-
ping one end of it, let the dog pull him.
The animal headed straight for the
spot where the Bat was hiding.

With a sudden lunge the dog tore
itself free of the man’s grasp, gave a
leap and sailed over a low bush. He
saw the Bat’s crouched form, snarled
and attacked. As the vicious beast was
hurtling through the air, the Bat
hastily reversed his gun, holding it by
the barrel. He brought it down in a
hard blow that clipped the beast on the
head. The dog crashed to the ground.

e@ OU will not move!” a grating

voice warned, and the Bat
looked up into the gaping muzzle of a
gun. “Stand erect and raise your
hands. Drop your gun.”

The Bat obeyed all the orders except
the last one. He still held his auto-
matic by the barrel. He sidestepped
around the bush and light from one
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of the windows fell upon him. His
captor gave an involuntary gasp of
terror, for the Bat inspired fear. His
rib-winged cloak gave him the iHusion
of being in flight.

Suddenly the Bat tossed his auto-
matic into the air about two feet. As
it came down, his hand smaked out,
grasped it by the butt and his finger
curled around the trigger. The man
who had him covered gave a croaking
shout and began to squeeze the trig-
ger. But the Bat was faster. His gun
blazed the split-second that it landed
in his hand. A single bullet sped true.
The man toppled without a sound.

Working fast, the Bat hoisted the
man to one shoulder, made a dive into
the underbrush that surrounded this
house and was scampering toward the
front when the other three occupants
began their hunt. He saw the car
parked, the motor running, The rear
door was open and he spotted the
wicker basket inside.

He sped toward the car, laid his bur-
den down gently and hauled out the
basket. He opened it, signaled the
amazed 8ilk to be quiet and helped
him out. They stuffed the dead man
into the basket, replaced it in the back
of the car and then faded away into
the darkness. The man called “Ex-
celleney” bolted out of the house, drove
a car out of the garage and vanished.

“I thought I was sunk that time,”
Silk panted. “I still ean’t understand
how you found me.”

The Bat laughed softly. “I was lit-
erally above you most of the time—in
the upper compartment of the morgue
wagon., But all this has got us no-
where. I don’t even know who that
spectacled man—who certainly seems
to be important—can be. Did you
learn, Silk?”

“They called him “Excellency’ so he
must be important,” Silk said. “I did

hear something else that’s plain Greek
to me so far. They tried to make me
tell why I busted into the offices of the
I saw that they

Society Americana,

had been searching the place so I said
I came for the same thing they were
looking for, and right away that
smooth guy asked me how I knew
about the watch. 1 don’t know what
watch they meant so I shut up.”

“A watch?” The Bat frowned. “It
ties up, Silk. Rigby made a very pe-
culiar statement to me just before he
was killed. He said that all he'd
learned so far was that pocket-watches
fly. It made no sense to me then—
little more now. However, there is
one thing we must do immediately.
Tonight I got the fingerprints of the
man who plunged to his death from
the window of the Society Americana.
We're going to invade Lockhart’s
residence and look for something that
would normally bear his fingerprints.”

Silk gaped. “Then you think, may-
be, that Lockhart isn’t dead? That the
body which fell out of the window was
somebody else?”

The Bat trudged along beside Silk,
occasionally grabbing his arm and
guiding him away from large rocks or
stumps hidden by darkness that didn’t
exist to the Bat’s eyes.

“Look, Silk,” he said thoughtfully.
“Sloane and Collier were murdered in
a locked office. They had walked in
under their own power, and therefore
they were alive when the door was
closed and locked by Detective Allen.

-Someone in that office must have killed

them. How it was done, I don’t know
—yet. I've learned that two people
are missing. One is Lockhart, who is
supposed to be dead. The other is a
man named Fisk who rushed out of the
office and disappeared. Maybe he is
the killer, but until I'm sure that it’s
Lockhart’s body that is in the morgue,
I'm not throwing away that angle.
Better go into that farmhouse and
phone Butch. Have him drive out as
quickly as possible.”

HE Bat begrudged the hour it
took for Butch to put in an ap-
pearance. Things were moving rap-
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idly in this ease and he still hadn’t the
faintest idea as to what it was all
about. Righy’s weird statement about
ﬂ_mwg watches and now Silk’s astound-
ing tale of a missing watch had some
connegction, but what did it mean? The
manner of death suffered by the two
men at the meeting of the Society was
another element of mystery.

Like the medical examiner, the Bat
couldn’t fathom why two normally
healthy men would perm:t hypodermic
needles to be inserted into their necks
without putting up some kind of an ob-
jection. Hydréeyanic acid works hor-
ribly fast, but not so rapidly as to pre-
vent a vietim from crying out in pain
from the insertion of a needle. Fisk’s
disappearance complieated things, and
the only information the Bat had on
that subject was newspaper items.

Lockhart’s battered head indicated
that at least part of his wotinds had
been inflicted before he plunged to the
sidewalk. The Bat had a well formed
notion that once he got his teeth into
this case, he’d still find it intensely dif-
ficult to solve. Men who can mutder
as these killers had done possessed, of
necessity, an excellent knowledge of
poisons and toxicology.

A car rolled at a moderate speed
down the highway. Its headlights
winked on and off occasionally, when
the driver was sure no other cars were
in sight. Behind the wheel was
Butch O’Leary, his huge body pressed
against the wheel, his battered hat far
to the back of his head and his ample
mouth slightly open.

Then he saw an eerie form emerge
from the side of the road. Wings were
outspread and Butch no longer won-
dered why he had seen killers quail
before this apparition. Even Butch
felt a thrill, and he knew the man who
was concealed beneath that hood and
cloak.

RButch braked to a stop, the Bat and
Silk piled in. The Bat leaned forward.

“Nice work, Butch. Take us to
Lockhart’s house. It’s on Longacre

Road. Stop a block away, let us out
and then turn the corner and wait.”

“Right you are, Boss,” Butch said
happily. “Been huntin’?”

“We bagged one bird and didn’t

even have time to find out what species
he was.” The Bat chuckled. “Before
we’re done, I think there will be good
use for your fists, Butch. You’ll be
pitted against a couple of men as big
as you.”

Butch grunted in pleasure. “Just
lemme at ’em, that’s all I ask. Tl flat-
ten both of ’em with one punch right
on top of their skulls.”

Butch drove well, covering the dis-
tance at a fast clip and yet attracting
no attention from speed cops. He

reached his destination, let the Bat :

and Silk out and then parked as or-
dered.

The Bat vaulted a hedge and landed
on the front lawn of Lockhart’s town
house. Silk followed and they slipped
forward cautiously. Only a dim hall
light burned in the house since it was
well after midnight.

E touched Silk’s arm. -“Stay here

and wateh,” he said. “I'll go in-

side. If anyone comes, throw some

gravel against yonder window. T'Ii

hear it even if I’'m on the other side of
the house.”

The Bat crept up on the front porch.
He listened intently, heard no signs of
life and proceeded to force the door
open with a slim piece of steel that left
no marks when used by his skilled
hands. He stepped into the hallway,
saw stairs leading to the floor above
and went up with no more noise than
a hawk swooping down on its prey.
His objective was Lockhart’s bed-
room: There he was bound to find
plenty of objects that must bear the
dead man’s fingerprints.

He invaded the room quietly, needed
no light to make his way about and
stopped before a dresser upan which
were several silver-backed brushes.
He used one of Lockhart’s silk hand-

o
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kerchiefs to wrap these in, entered a
private bathroom and appropriated
three bottles containing, respectively,
hair tonic, powder, and after-shave lo-
tion. These he also carefully wrapped.
On a small bedside table he found a
chrome-plated thermos jar and helped
himself to this as well.

With his borrowed articles tucked

gs kt’;ii .n;‘az fs;th t
s, 2511e mng i
tumbler Silk snat%hej
his gun from beneath
his vest, hastily sat up,
and fired at the botile
(Chapter 1IV)

under his cloak, he left the house as
unobtrusively as he had entered. Silk
joined him and they hurried to where
Butch was parked. Ten minutes later
they headed down the street toward
Tony Quinn’s home.

The Bat leaned forward suddenly.
“Go right on by the house, Butch. You

can’t see it yet, but Lieutenant Mc-
Grath’s car is parked in front. We’ve
got to use our wits this time. He’s
found no one at home and I’'m betting
he’s been parked there for a long time
—ever since I taunted him a bit at the

‘morgue. Butch, drop us around the

corner. Then go to a phone booth.
Better use one in a busy all-night store
where nobody is apt to notice you.
Phone Police Headquarters, say you’re
the Bat and leave a message to the ef-
fect that you’re very sorry for the trick
you pulled on McGrath tonight.”

———

s

- “Right, Boss,” Butch said,

He turned the corner and the Bat
and Silk hopped out. As they headed
toward the gate near the garden house,
the Bat stripped off his heod and robe,



36 BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE MAGAZINE

rolled them into a bundle around
Lockhart’s personal toilet articles. He
handed this to Silk.

“Use the tunnel.. Get into the house
and take your clothes off. Climb into
your pajamas and say you were asleep
and didn’t hear McGrath knocking.
Disconnect the doorbell if you have
time. You don’t know what happened
to me. Step on it, Silk.”

Silk darted into the garden house,
raised a cleverly hidden trap door and
slid down a ladder to the tunnel.
Tony Quinn, no longer the Bat now,
picked an old, discarded cane from a
corner of the garden house. A film
seemed to gather over his eyes and he
became apparently blind once more.
He heard someone plewing through
brush and he stepped out of the garden
house, tapping his cane in front of him.

“Who is thefe?” he called out.
“Who is it? What do you want?”

McGRATH turned a flashlight full
on Tony Quinn’s face, but even
that sudden change of light didn’t
make Quinn blink. He didn’t even seem
to notice it and his eyes were turned in
another direction.

“Hello, Tony Quinn,” McGrath said
mockingly, and his face was drawn in
harsh lines. “Been out for quite some
time, haven’t you? By chance it isn’t
possible that you included the City
Morgue in your nocturnal ramble a
couple of hours ago and stuck a gun in
my face.”

“Lieutenant McGrath,” Quinn
sighed, visibly relaxing. “You gave
me quite a start. I thought for a mo-
ment you might be a burglar., What
did you say about a gun and the City
Morgue?”

“Where,” McGrath demanded, “is
that slinky, Jhald-headed butler of
yours? Why doesn’t he answer the
door? TIl tell you why. Because he
hasn’t been home either. He’s been
out helping you and he’s still out. All
I hope is that he slipped in through the
front door. I tied a piece of thread

across it and I'll know if he got in all
right. Looks like it’s all up with you,
Mister Black Bat.”

Quinn put a friendly, groping hand
and found McGrath’s shoulder. The
light still glared in his face, but his
eyes were filmed and unblinking.

“Lieutenant,” he said in a mildly
remonstrative voice, “I really don’t
know what you’re talking about. I’ve
been sitting in the garden house for
well over an hour. My valet felt in-
disposed and went to bed. Won’t you
come in?”

“You bet I will,” grated the lieu-
tenant.

McGrath automatically took Quinn’s
arm when he stumbled over a length
of garden hose. Doubts still lurked in
McGrath’s mind. If Quinn wasn’t
blind, the glare of the flashlight should
have made him turn away. He
shouldn’t have tripped over the hose
for it was in plain view even in the
darkness, lying like a thick black ser-
pent across the cement driveway.
Quinn led him to the rear door, used
a key to open it and went inside.

“Norton,” he called out in a loud
voice. “Norton, where the devil are
you?”

There was no answer. Quinn
gripped McGrath’s arm. “Something
must have happened to him. His room
is to the left of the butler’s pantry.
Hurry—please!”

McGrath flung open the door of
Silk’s room, snapped on the lights and
stared at the bed. Silk was just sit-
ting up, rubbing his eyes and he looked
as though he had been roused out of a
sound sleep.

“Norton, are you there? Are you all
right?” Quinn asked and had to re-
press an urge to grin. Silk was a per-
fect actor.

“Why didn’t you answer the door?”
McGrath growled savagely.

Silk paid no attention to either of

them until he turned his head their
way and then he started up in amaze-
ment. He cocked his head to one side.
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“What? Did you say something? I
—oh—sorry, sir. Just a moment. I
put these in to keep out the noise. My
head was splitting.”

-He removed a pair of ear stoppers,
placed them carefully on his dresser
and donned a robe.

McGrath snorted, sped to the front
door and opened it. He waved his
hand through what seemed to be thin
air and felt the black silk thread break.
He slammed the door hard and turned
around to face Quinn,

“It seems I'm always wrong,” he

‘growled. “T’ll admit I did see lights

go on and off a couple of times, but I
figured you had some kind of a set-up
arranged to take care of that. I—"

RE the phone buzzed and Silk
answered it. He handed the in-
strument to McGrath. “For you, sir.”
McGrath almost barked into the
transmitter. Then he listened and
hung up with a crash of metal.

“Well,” he said with a sigh, “when
I'm wrong, I'm the first to admit it.
The Bat just called Headquarters and
left a message for me. Therefore he
can’t be you—eh, Quinn? You know
this Black Bat has plenty of good
qualities. He never permits anyone
to take the blame for something he'’s
done. Those little stickers he leaves
around brand his deeds. Well, P’ll
run along.”

Silk picked up McGrath’s hat and
presented it with a flourish. As Mec-
Grath went out, Silk pressed the door
bell button. There was no response.

“I see now why I didn’t hear your
ring, sir. Something must have hap-
pened to the bell.”

McGrath jammed on his hat and left.
Silk closed the door, leaned against it
and drew the sleeve of his robe across
his forehead.

“Close, sir. Closer ‘than I like to
think. One of these days MoGrath will
trap you. He's getting smarter.”

Quirin walked into his study, lit a
cigarette and sat down in his accus-

tomed chair before the fireplace. “You
know, Silk, he keeps my wits sharply
tuned. And I think he rather enjoys
the little game, himself.”

Silk placed an ash tray handy and
grinned. Then he sobered. “McGrath
said something about lights being
turned ‘on and off. I didn’t do that,
sir. Someone must have been here.”

Quinn’s cigarette fell to the floor as
he arose with a jerk. Then the secret
door of his laboratory opened a crack.
Silk reached for a heavy candelstick
holder as a weapon. But he put it
down again a moment later. Framed
in the doorway was a girl, smiling
broadly and extending both hands to-
ward Quinn.

“Carol!” Quinn said happily.

Carol let him take her hands.

“It’s 1,” she admitted. “I got Silk’s
call to stand by. Butch was summoned
and I wondered what was going on, so
—1I took a little walk. Lo and behold,
I saw Lieutenant McGrath drive up and
almost push his finger through the
doorbell. I slipped around the estate,
used the tunnel and got in the house.
I turned lights on and off a couple of
times to alibi Silk and you, Tony.”

Quinn said nothing for a few mo-
ments, content to look down into her
sparkling eyes.

CHAPTER VI
Grenade Trap

WENTY minutes
later Carol; Quinn
and Silk were in the
secret laboratory.
Quinn carefully
dusted < wvarious
articles he had taken
from the Lockhart
home. Finger prints

# came out, finely
etched by the powder. Using a power-
ful fying glass, Quinn studied
them. Then he turned to the card which
bore the prints of the dead man in the
morgue, the man who had fallen or
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leaped from the window of the Society

Americana and had been tentaﬁvety‘

identified as Lockhart.

“As I thought,” he said, looking. up,
“the ﬁnger prmts are different. Lock-
hart, in the privacy of his home, left his
prints around. But these do not match
those I took from the fingers of the
corpse. Therefore it obviously was not
Lockhart’s body that hurtled to the
sidewalk. Lockhart must be alive—
which means he knows something.”

“I think he’s the head of this spy
ring,” Silk put in. “But I sure wish I
knew what he’s up to. So far we've
been working in the dark too much
and whatever they’re doing, we
haven’t impeded the spies very much.”

Quinn nodded and glanced at his
watch. “It’s two A.M.,” he said. “A
few more hours of darkness. Get my
things ready, Silk. I’'m going out alone
this time because I don’t believe this
particular job will be dangerous, I'm
going to have a little talk with Fouquet
and Brooks—the two surviving mem-
bers of the committee who were pres-
ent when Sloane and Collier died. I'm
particularly interested in getting some
line on Fisk, who has disappeared, and
on Lockhart who seems to be dead and
isn’t. Carol be ready for trouble. Once
I get a definite lead, I'm sure there will
be work for you.”

Quinn drew on his cape and hood,
thrust two automatics into specially de-
signed pockets in his black suit and
with a nod to Carol and Silk, slipped
through the entrance to the tunnel and
vanished. He discovered that Butch
had located and returned the cheap
coupé which Quinn had left near the
morgue. He got behind the wheel and
chose quiet, deserted side streets to
travel far uptown toward the home of
Pierre Fouquet.

The house was shrouded by dark-
ness. He attacked the rear door after
making certain it wasn’t wired to an
alarm system. Entering with his usual
skill, he crossed the kitchen, passed
through a butler’s pantry and reached

a spacious reception hall. He slipped
up the stairway to the bedrooms, in-
vestigated two of them before he found
the one occupied by Fouquet. Grimly
appreaching the bed, he had his gun
ready to menace Fouquet and prevent
any impulsive outery.

The Bat touched the shoulder of the
well covered sleeping man, but Fouquet
didn’t awaken. He shook him hard and
then noticed that Fouquet lay on his
stomach and that there was a big bulge
in the covers just below his shoulders,
The Bat’s blood ran icy cold as he
pulled the covers down. A gruff ejacu-
lation indicated his surprise. Fouquet
was dead! A knife had been driven
hilt deep into his back. He probably
died without ever knowing what had
happened.

“If Fouquet was murdered, then
Hugh Brooks’ life is in danger also.
Perhaps the lawyer, Durrance, will be
threatened too because he was present
at that last meeting,” the Bat told him-
self grimly.

He took no time to look for clues.
Instead he bolted out of the house,
raced to his car and jumped in. Hugh
Brooks’ home was only a few blocks
away. Durrance lived clear across
town. The Bat vaulted a hedge that
enclosed Brooks’ estate, ran lightly up
on the front porch and peered through
the big, wide windows looking into the
living room.

Although that room was dark, the
Bat’s super-sensitive eyes clearly dis-
tinguished everything in it. He noticed
that chairs had been carelessly shoved
back and that a vase of flowers had
been overturned on a library table. The
water still dripped onto the rug.

E waited to see no more. He
grabbed up a porch chair, swung

it and crashed a window. He pulled
out pieces of glass, moved the lock and
opened the window. As he slipped
through, he heard rapid footsteps of at
least three men racing down the stairs.
The Bat’'s both hands moved fast,
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whipped out his guns and when the
first man barged into the living room
with spitting weapon, the Bat was pre-
pared. Both guns blazed. The man
doubled up with a screech of pain and
fell headlong on the floor.

Other guns roared. A bullet streaked
by the Bat’s head, buried itself in the
wall an inch behind him and showered
his hood with plaster. He fired another
salvo from his two automatics, aiming
at the thick velvet drapes that masked
each side of the doorway. One of the
drapes moved, billowing out like a
balloon being inflated. Then a man’s
form hit the floor. He rolled sluggishly
over just once and didn’t move again.

A dark form bolted from behind the
other curtain and began racing upstairs.
The Bat was after him in a flash. Once
the fleeing man fired over his shoulder,
but he was hindered by the darkness
through which the Bat was hardly vis-
ible. The bullet missed by a good three
feet. The Bat could have shot this man
down easily for darkness meant nothing
to his eyes. However, he held his fire.
He wanted to take this man alive.

At the top of the stairs the running
man veered sharply to the left, let out
a wild yell of warning and darted into
one of the bedrooms. The Bat heard
glass break, but he kept on going. He
had to find Brooks.

39

A streak of flame from the muzzle of
a gun ripped through tle night.  The
Bat returned the fire and heard some-
one duck back into one room, slam the .
door and hastily lock it. Without the
slightest hesitation the Bat flitted by
the door, stopped and edged back. He
put the muzzle of one gun against the
lock, blew it to pieces and pushed the
door wide open. ;

Someene moaned feebly inside. |
Fresh, cool night air swept across the |
Bat’s hooded face. His eyes penetrated ‘
the gloom, saw Hugh Brooks lying
across the bed, his wrists and ankles
lashed to the springs. There was no
one else in the room. .

The Bat raced toward the window,
looked out and saw two shadowy forms
running madly toward the rear of the
estate. Then hé turned back to Brooks,
made a quick examination and saw that
he had been subjected to torture by the
knife. The sadistic artist had slashed
fine lines across his chest and abdomen.
The Bat quickly released the victim.
Brooks sat up with a groan, clutched
at the Bat’s arm and tried to see what
his rescuer looked like. The Bat
reached over and turned on a light.

Brooks started back in renewed ter-
ror at the sight of a man hooded and
caped in somber black. The Bat spoke
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in a low, soothing voice to Brooks.
“Don’t be afraid of me. I've come to
help and it looks as though I arrived

just in time. Mind if I use your tele-

phone a moment?”

“Who—who are you?” Brooks asked.
' He was quickly regaining the cool com-
posure that characterized him. ‘“Who-
ever you are, I'm very grateful. In
another moment those men would have
driven a knife into my heart.”

HE Bat dialed a number. “I’m the

Black Bat,” he told Brooks while he
waited for the connection to be com-
pleted. Then a sleepy voice answered
at the other end of the wire. The Bat
asked: “Durrance? I'm a friend. A
few moments ago Fouquet was mur-
dered and Hugh Brooks was almost
killed. I have reason to believe that
you may be next on the list. If you
have a gun, get it and watch yourself.
T’ll explain everything shortly. When
you hear a knock on your front door—
four quick raps, two longer ones and
then one fast one again—you will know
it is me, the Black Bat!”

The Bat hung up and grinned be-
hind his mask. Hugh Brooks stared
at him as though he were a ghost.

“So you're the Bat,” he finally man-
aged. “I understood you were some
kind of a great criminal, but I’ll never
believe that again. I owe my life to
you.”

“T've got to talk fast,” the Bat
said. “What did those men want to
know ?”

Brooks lit a cigarette with steady
hands. “The oddest thing, Bat. They
insisted that I knew what happened to
a watch. They subjected me to some
rather ghastly torture until one of them
a big fellow with glasses decided that
I was telling the truth when I denied
any knowledge of a watch. He had just
ordered my death when that window
crashed downstairs. I-—say, you didn’t
see anything of a couple of thick-set
men around, did you? Joe Allen’s de-
tective agency was supposed to be

guarding me. All of us on the com-
mittee have guards.”

The Bat hurried into the hallway,
stood at the top of the stairs and mo-
tioned Brooks, who had followed, to be
very quiet. His acute ears heard the
sound of hoarse breathing. He raced
down the stairs, stepped up to a ward-
robe in the hall and found that it was
locked. The key was on the outside
and he opened it. Two bound and
gagged figures rolled onto the floor.

“There they are,” the Bat told
Brooks. “T’ll leave them for you to
work on. Better see that they keep
their eyes open from now on. And get
some medical attention for your chest.”,

The Bat left via the front door and
drove straight to Durrance’s home.
Like the others, this house told of
wealth and influence. There was a_
spacious yard in front and a veritable
estate at the rear. Lights were on all
over the place. The Bat stepped upon
the front porch, rapped the signal on
the door and waited.

A Dbolt clicked and he heard the sound
of rapidly retreating feet. He turned
the door knob carefully, pushed the
door open about an inch and felt a very
light pressure against it. He frowned,
wondered what this could be and where
Durrance was. He put his foot against
the panel, gave the door a hard shove
and then his brain clicked.

He gave a single leap that carried
him off the porch and into.a neatly
trimmed bush. As he hit the ground,
the whole front of the house seemed to
be hurled out at him. There was a ter-
rific explosion and a wave of flame and
smoke. Debris fell all around him. A
thick chunk of wood slapped down
against his spine and made him gasp in
pain. When he got to his feet cau-
tiously, he found a fire raging in what
was left of the front hall.

NLY the Bat’s quick action had
saved his life. As the door was
flung wide from his kick, he had
glimpsed a hand grenade tied to a chair
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with a cord hooked to its pin and lead-
ing to a thumb screw inserted in the
wall. The other end of the cord was
attached to the door so that when it
opened, the cord would automatically
tighten and draw the fiting pin. It was
a neat, deadly trap.

No one but Durrance had known the
Bat was to come calling, knew the pre-
arranged signal and would slip back the
bolts in answer to it.

He heard excited voices from neigh-
boring houses, but he didn’t run for it
yet. It was possible Durrance might
have been already threatened when
the Bat reached him by phone. If he
was a prisoner in this house, he’d be
doomed, for fire was rapidly sweeping
through the place. Protected some-
what by his hood and cape, the Bat
plunged into the flames, negotiated a
path across the shattered floor of the
hall and ran up the stairs to the second
floor. His nostrils quivered. Above
the smell of the smoke he detected the
pungent odor of gasoline. The house
had been turned into a fire trap.

Above the rapidly increasing crackle
of flame he heard a pounding against
the upstairs floor. Unerringly he lo-
cated the room from which it came,
darted inside and saw a burly man,
trussed up and gagged. He lay on the
floor and there was a bloody welt
across his forehead.

The Bat quickly untied him. When
he ripped away the gag, the prisoner
tried to speak, but his tongue was
swollen and his mouth too dry for
speech. He bobbed his head in a ges-
ture of thanks even though his eyes be-
trayed a lurking terror at the sight of
this grim black-robed figure.

“Anyone else in the house?” the Bat
demanded. “Is Durrance here?”

The man tried to talk again and re-
verted to a vigorous negative shake of
his head.

“Get downstairs as fast as you can,”
_ the Bat ordered. “Don’t try to reach
the front door. Use the rear! Hur-
ry !”

As the man turned away, his coat
opetied and the Bat saw a glimpse of a
nickle-plated badge. This then, was
another of Joe Allen’s private detec-
tive operatives.

Sirens were whining outside and in
a few moments it would be dawn. The
Bat had little time to waste. He
yanked open dresser drawers at ran-
dom, looking for some kind of a clue
that would attest Durrance’s inno-
cence or guilt.

Suddenly, above the confusion out-
side and the ever-mounting crackle of
flame, he heard the distinct report of
a gun. It was followed by a scream
and then another shot., The Bat raced
to a window overlooking the rear of
the estate. He saw a dark figure
sprawled out on the lawn. The Bat
raised the window, ciimbed out to a
small, deeply slanted roef and slid
down it. He checked his descent by
digging his heels into the gutter drain.

Then he carefully lowered himself.
Dangling four feet above the ground,
he glanced down to see what he’d land
on. Something smashed against the
metal drain pipe and the bark of the
same gun reached his ears. Now he
was the target for the hidden assassin.
He let go, dropped to the ground.

O more bullets menaced him and

he had a weapon in his own fist.

He stopped beside the sprawled figure,

knelt and made a brief examination.

It was the private detective he had

freed. The man was quite dead. One

bullet had plowed through his chest,

the other had caught him directly be-
tween the eyes.

The Bat heard heavy footsteps com-
ing around the side of the house. He
made a flying leap for the protection
of the dark bushes and crouched there.
Then, slowly and carefully, he edged
a path around the house, describing a
very wide arc to awoid detection by the
firemen who swarmed all over the
place and the police who were engaged
in dragging the corpse of the private
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detective to a much safer spot.

Someone in a light dressing gown
and white pajamas ran up the walk.
Despite the confusion and the flicker-
ing, deceptive light from the flaming
house, the Bat recognized this man.
It was Hugh Brooks!

CHAPTER VII

Hugo—the Poisoner

ID-AFTERNOON
the following day,
Silk awoke Tony
Quinn by shaking
him vigorously.

“Police Commis-
sioner Warner and
another man have

g » warned. “There
goes the door bell now.”

Quinn hastily jumped out of bed,
sent Silk downstairs to stall his visi-
tors while he donned his baggy tweeds.
He brushed his teeth, combed his hair
and picked up his cane. His eyes,
which had been so sparkling and alive,
became filmy and staring after the
manner of the blind. He tapped his
cane on the floor, went down the stairs
gripping the bannister tightly and en-
tered his study.

Commissioner Warner, a lithe,
handsome man who didn’t look his
fifty-odd years, hurried over to him,
took Quinn’s arm and piloted him to
his accustomed chair in front of the
fireplace. Quinn’s eyes stared blankly
into space, but he was studying the

‘second visitor intently enough. He
proved to be about Warner’s age and
there was a deep, worried furrow writ-
ten on his forehead.

- “Tony,” Warner said, “I want you

~ to meet Michael Igoe who is head of a
specially created counter-espionage di-
vision of the Federal Bureau of Inves-

tigation.”

Quinn extended a hand blindly.

Igoe shook it and then sat down by

f just arrived,” he .
]

Quinn’s side. He spoke in a calm, un-
emotional voice. 4

“Mr. Quinn, Commissioner Warner
accompanied me here to vouch for me.
You were visited by Rigby, who used
to work under me and was a very com-
petent man. I think that hit-and-run
driver who killed him, committed cold-
blooded murder to silence Rigby. I
have thought so doubly, since two
other of my former agents were mur-
dered.

“You must know all about this, for
the newspapers have made quite a field
day of it. I also know that Lieutenant
McGrath questioned you, but Warner
tells me there is a certain animosity
between you and McGrath—that he
has some silly idea you are the Black
Bat. I wish to heaven you were. We
could use a man like that in this par-
ticular case. What I want to know is
what Rigby told you before he died.
Why did he come here?”

Quinn’s blank, unwinking eyes
stared about two feet to the left of the
federal agent. There was a slight
smile on his scarred face. “I held noth-
ing back from McGrath. Rigby and I
handled a spy case several years ago.
There was a murder involved and I
took jurisdiction. The spy killers were
sent to the electric chair and the case
ended there. Rigby wondered if one
of those men hadn’t mentioned some-
thing to me that would give him a lead
in connection with his present investi-
gation. Unfortunately, they didn’t.”

Igoe’s shoulders drooped. “Our last

resort,” he told Warner. “We're .

stumped completely. Where it will
all wind up no one can foresee, but if,
by some chance, this country should

become mixed up in war, we'd be terri-
bly menaced. Those spies know as

much as we do.” He paused and eyed
Warner with an open question in his

eyes. Warner nodded. Igoe contin-

ued.

“The plans of the industrial mobil-
ization so carefully planned by the
War Department have been stolen.

k,z’)
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With them, the spy ring can plan far
ahead, prepare their saboteurs and
create havoc.”

Tony Quinn whistled softly. “The
Industrial Mobilization Plans? It is
serious, Mr. Igoe.”

Commissioner Warner arose, put a
friendly hand on Quinn’s shoulder and
looked down at him. “What you have
been told is, of course, in the strictest
confidence, Tony. I informed Mr.
Igoe that you could be implicitly
trusted. But how I wish McGrath was
right about you. That you were The
Black Bat. There is so much he could
do, unhampered by red tape and laws.
There is Fisk to be found. Last night
Durrance vanished after part of his
house was blown up by a bomb and the
rest of it gutted by fire.”

ONY Quinn’s expression did not
change. “If I were the Bat,” he
said calmly, “I should certainly do

" what I could. This is a matter for any

right-minded citizen to take part in if
he can. However—”

Quinn spread his hands in a gesture
of despair. Igoe arose, and Silk
bobbed up to show them out. Silk re-
turned to the library to find Quinn tap-
ping his fingers against the arms of his

-chair.

“Warner more than suspects I am
the Bat,” he said quietly. “This visit
was only to apprise me that the Bat
would be given every aid if he would
help. Igoe came merely to back up the
idea. As if I needed any persuasion.
Silk, we’ve got to locate this spy ring.
To do so we must contact some mem-
ber of the outfit. I have an idea how
it can be done. Draw the shades and
bring me that book on toxicology.”

Silk obeyed the orders promptly.
For more than an hour Quinn studied
the massive volume, making notes from
time to time. Then he slammed the
book shut, settled back in his chair and
nodded in satisfaction.

“Silk, I think I know how those two
agents were murdered in the offices of

the Society Americana. It has been
my belief that they did not die of hy-
drocyanic acid poisoning. When those
needles were thrust into their veins,
they were already dead. The blood
was still fluid enough to take up part

-of the poison and an autopsy, unless

done with another idea in mind, would
indicate that they died of this poison.
In fact, Silk, I believe those two men
were already marked with death when
they walked into the meeting.”
“Walked in—dead?” Silk gasped.
“Practically that. I read the report
of the medical examiner who per-
formed the autopsies. He recorded that
he found hydrocyanic acid—enough to
cause instant death. There his work
stopped because he discovered what he
was looking for. But he also indicated
that the pupils of the victims’ eyes
were practically non-existent. There
is one poison which will act that way—

physostigma.

“There is nothing niore deadly and
a pinhead amount would kill instantly.
The ensuing death is gentle and the
victim knows nothing —isn’t even
aware that he is dying. He falls into
a coma and the pupils of his eyes
rapidly contract. Any ordinary tests
for poisons wouldn’t show up that
drug. The medical examiner made a
natural error in not going beyond his
initial findings. And physostigma is
very difficult to detect.”

“But how does that lead us to a
member of the spy ring?” Silk queried.

“Both agents had eaten a meal just

“before they died. Both had tapioca for

dessert. Now, if a tiny capsule of
soluble gelatine could have been mixed
with the dessert, they’d have swal-
lowed it unconsciously. If such a cap-
sule were filled with that drug—both
men would die very quietly and peace-
fully when the capsules dissolved in
their stomachs. The hypodermic admin-
istration of the hydrocyanic acid was
only meant to throw an investigation
off the trail. If we can find out where
those agents ate that last meal, we may
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find the poisoner still there. That’s
your job, Silk. Hop to it—and be care-
ful”

Silk obeyed those orders with
alacrity. He never questioned Quinn’s
inductive reasoning, because it was
nearly always amazingly accurate. He
disguised himself enough to get by, at-
terided the ceremonies at a funeral
chapel where both agents reposed in
state, and his glib tongue wangled in-
formation out of everyone who would
talk. He learned that both agents had
been in the habit of dropping into a
modest little restaurant only a few
blocks from the Falkner Building. Silk
went there for supper and ordered
tapioca for dessert.

“Serry, sir,” the waiter, told hlm. “It
isn’t on the menu.” ;

iLK looked up with an annoyed

grimace. “But I had some here
just a couple of days ago. I like it and,
well, I figured there might be some
left.”

“I'll see,” came the quick reply.
“We did serve it day before yester-
day.”

To Silk’s relief none remained. He
wondered if he could have eaten a dish
of it, knowing that two men had died
mysteriously after partaking of the
same dessert.

“Too bad,” he said.
what’s hapepned to that waiter who
served me that day? We had quite a
talk. It seems we both cpme from the
same pravince in Germany.”

The waiter tapped his pencil against
the side of his nose. Then he smiled.
“You shust mean Hugo. Pfhefer was
his last name. A little man who never
spoke much. I'm surprised he opened
up to ?ﬁfu, sir. He wasn’t with us very
Iong anidthe quit that same day. Didn’t
even give a reason.”

Silk could barely restrain his de-
light. The Bat’s theory was working
per%ectly

*I wonder,” he asked, “if you could
give mie his address? He knew some

“By the way,

relatives of mine in Prussia.”

The waiter disappeared for a few mo-
ments, returned and laid a slip of paper
on Silk’s table. “There it is, sir. He
still lives there because the manager
sent one of the men over this morning
to see if he wanted to come back to
work. Hugo nearly bit his head off.
He’s got a nasty temper.”

Silk folded a five-dollar bill into the
waiter’s palm and realized he was get-
ing something very cheap. It was
night when he emerged to the street.
He entered a busy drugstore, dialed
Quinn’s number and made a brief re-
port.

“Wait on the corner, near Hugo’s
house,” the Bat ordered. “T’ll pick
you up. Be sure no one spots you.”

Silk saw the Bat’s cheap coupé roll-
ing down the quiet neighborhood
street and signaled it. The Bat
stopped and Silk got in. Quinn swiftly
pulled his hood over his head, passed
an automatic to Silk and then drove
around the corner.

“It’s a boarding house,” Silk re-
ported. “Just a cheap place. Fire
escape leads up the back.”

“The whole place may be a spies’
nest,” the Bat said. “We’ll have to
handle this very carefully. And re-
member, this Hugo is a murderer with
a killer’s conscience and worries. He
won’t hesitate to kill again. See if you
can hire a room. If the landlady
doesn’t chase you away the place ought
to be on the level. TI’ll wait within
watching distance. If you get a room,

_turn the lights out and tlien raise and

lower the curtain twice. If possible,
see if you can find out which is Hugo’s
room.”

Silk nodded eagerly and walked back
to the house. Minutes passed before
the Bat saw lights go on in one room
and then, after a brief interval, go out.
Then the curtain was raised twdice in
the signal. Anyone else wouldn’t have
been able to observe this, but the Bat’s
eyesight wasn’t that of an ordinary
person. He saw that Silk had wisely
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-selected a room overlooking the fire

escape.

The Bat slipped through an adjoin-
ing yard, climbed a fence without mak-
ing a sound and. mounted the fire
escape. He tapped lightly on Silk’s
window and he was instantly admitted.

“Hugo’s room is directly across the
hall,” Silk reported, extending an en-
velope. “This was under his door.
He’s not home yet.”

THE Bat took the envelope which
bore a special delivery stamp. He
studied the handwriting on the out-
side. Then he drew a very sharp, thin
blade from his pocket, inserted it be-
neath the flap and gently sliced the
letter open. o

Two one-thousand-dollar bills flut-
tered to the floor. That was all there
was in the envelope.

“Blood money,” the Bat whispered.
“Hugo’s pay for killing two men. Now
I’m sure we’re on the right track. Silk,
there’s pen and ink over on that table.
Do you think you could copy this
handwriting so Hugo wouldn’t notice
any discrepancies?”

Silk looked at the handwriting and
laughed softly. “I put out some fancy
kites in my day. Forged checks to
you, sir. I can do it.” :

He sat down, worked swiftly until
he had mastered his task and then took
the Bat’s dictation.

Hugo,

We pay you one-half of the
promised money because we feel
your work was simple and did not
involve you in any danger. Per-
haps we shall soon have another
job for you and make up the
amount deducted from this sum.

“How will I sign it?” Silk asked.

“We can’t use a name. The spies
probably wouldn’t anyhow. To give
the thing a ring of authenticity just
sign it ‘Seig Heil.”

Silk folded the letter. The Bat took

it, carefully wiped every portion of the
paper with a handkerchief to remove
fingerprints and with his own gloved
hands he refolded it, inserted one of
the thousand-dollar notes and resealed
the flap expertly.

“A fair job,” he told Silk. “I'm
banking on the fact that little Hugo
will be so mad when he reads it that
he won’t pay much attention to the
envelope. I'm also hoping he’ll see red
and head for the men who hired him to
commit murder. It’s our only chance.
Shove the letter back under his door.”

Both men sat in silence for more
than two hours before someone
pounded up the stairs and stopped in
front of Hugo’s door. The Bat heard
a slight grunt as Hugo bent down to
pick up the envelope. Then the door
closed. \

Two. minutes later it opened again
and the same footsteps raced down the
stairs. Silk was after the man in a
flash, while the Bat slipped out the
window, down the fire escape and ran
back to where his car was parked. He
turned around, rolled down the street
in front of the boarding house and saw
Silk nervously pacing the walk. The
Bat stopped and Silk piled in.

“He got aboard a bus. Turn left and
you can’t miss it,” he said.

The Bat picked up the trail quickly.
Hugo seemed so enraged at the gyp-
ping he had received that he gave no
thought to the possibility. of pursuit.
He got off the bus at the end of the
line and hailed a taxi. Now the trail
led far beyond the city limits and over -
a lane with deep ruts. They watched
Hugo dismiss the cab and start walk-
ing briskly along.

“There is only one house at the end
of this lane,” the Bat said. “Take the
car, Silk. Get Butch and bring him
here as quickly as possible! Watch
the place. If anything happens, tell
Butch there’s no limit to using his
muscles and his fists. Keep your gun
ready and don’t stop to apologize be-
fore you start shooting.”
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CHAPTER VIII
Siege

ORTON slid behind
the wheel, turned
the coupé and
headed back. The
Bat merged into the
darkness, picked a
path across pasture

~ land and made for

the isolated house

tal from the rear. He
had vivid memories of watchdogs and
he made certain none were kept on
these premises before he crept up to
the house and crouched beneath a win-
dow. He could hear loud voices and
the banging of a fist against a table.

The Bat risked a quick glance through

the window.

Hugo was there, his face suffused by
rage. He waved the thousand-dollar
bill under the nose of a man the Bat
already knew. He was the spectacled
individual who had captured Silk and
ordered his death.

“You stupid swine!” this man
shouted to be heard above Hugo’s im-
passioned tones. “This is a trick. We
placed two bills in that envelope and
no letter. You have been trailed here.
You have failed us so miserably and
there is only one penalty.”

Hugo’s reddened face suddenly
grew pale. He dropped the thousand-
dellar bill on the table and backed
away. There were four other men in
the room. Hugo wasn’t watching
them. His eyes riveted on the spec-
tacled man, who gave a covert signal.
One of the other spies quietly left
the room for a moment and returned,
holding a pillow against his chest.
Hugo, his back against the wall, was
pleading for another chance. No one
else spoke.

Suddenly the man with the pillow

sprang forward. He pushed the pillow

against Hugo’s chest. There was a
dull explosion that couldn’t be heard

far beyond the house. Hugo’s wild
pleas ended abruptly. A dazed look
came into his eyes. Then he slowly
slid down against the wall, one hand
clawing at his chest just over the heart.
Blood welled out between his fingers.
Hugo died as he had lived —by
violence.

Then, suddenly, the back and front
doors of the house opened and erupted
men. The Bat estimated that there
were about a dozen. All had been
probably waiting for a signal from
their leader. They spread out with
military precision. The Bat felt his
heart thump violently. He hadn’t ex-
pected this. Flight perhaps, or a quick
dousing of lights. These men adopted
unexpected and dangerous tactics in-
stead. They were surrounding their
own hideout.

Gradually they closed in although
feur lurked near the lane watching it.
The Bat was trapped. He saw now
that all brush and trees had been re-
moved from around the house so that
it was impossible te find any shelter.
So leng as he remained in the shadows
he had a fair chance, but these men
were methodically coming closer and
examining every foot of ground. They
were bound to spot him—and soon.
Here, in the open, he wouldn’t stand a
chance.

The Bat waited no longer. The
window above his head was low. He
could have climbed through it in a
split-second i#f it had been open.
Nevertheless he had to take a chance.
He held his guns in both hands. He
straightened up suddenly, struck a
blow against the window pane and
shattered it. He hoisted himself up,
heedless of the sharp edges of glass
that ripped his clothing. Guns began
to bark. Bullets plowed into the sides
of the house, dangerously close. Then
he was inside.

E saw one man bolt into the
room, shooting as he came. The
Bat’s guns exploded with twin roars
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and jets of flame. The man went down,
his gun flying from his hand. The Bat
stepped beside the window, saw four or
five of the spies rushing toward the
house and blazed away at them. The
fusillade of lead sent them scurrying
back where there was some semblance
of cover. The Bat hastily doused the
lights, ran into the hallway and heard
the front door slam shut just as he
entered. Through a small glass win-
dow set high in the door he saw a man
running madly away. It was the spec-
tacled leader of these spies.

The Bat locked the door and then
raced upstairs. There was no time to
make an examination of the house and
he had well founded suspicion that he

Q@uick as a flash Butch arose, gave the table a lusty
shove toward the enraged Karl, and leaped for the

other side of the room (Chap. XII1)

was alone, anyway. He ran to a win-
dow, saw four of the men slinking close
and winged two shots over their heads.
Instantly a salvo of gunfire broke out
and bullets chopped holes in the already
shattered glass, thudded into the walls
and forced the Bat to duck out of the
way. He smiled wryly under his hood.
The beseiged had become the be-
siegers. He was one against many
desperate men.

Then he groaned aloud. At any mo-
ment Silk and Butch might come barg-
ing into the fray. There was no way
by which they’d know the Bat was
inside the house until they were too
close to realize their mistake. Those
four men, waiting in case reinforce-
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ments appeared, would shoot without
the slightest hesitation.

There was a frontal assault on the
doeor the Bat had locked. He raced to
the front of the house and fired two
shots through the window. He had no
target for he didn’t dare lean out and
take aim at those below, but the roar
of his guns sent the spies flying back.
This couldn’t last long. There were
too many of them and too much terri-
tory that the Bat had to defend.

He rushed back to a window from

which he could survey the lane lead-
ing to the house. Distantly he saw
headlights swing off the main highway
a quarter of a mile away. That would
be Silk and Butch. The Bat couldn’t
warn them away. If he opened fire,
they’d come all the faster. If he didn’t,
they’d run straight into a death trap.
~ The Bat cupped a hand to his lips.
“Qut there,” he called. “I surrender.
Tl go down and open the front door.
Don’t shoot!”

He sped down the steps and thrust
back the bolt on the door. He flung it
wide open, lit the hall lights and stood
in full view with both hands in the air.

The spectacled spy called an order.
All of his men came in answer to it,
even those who had taken up their
positions near the lane. Guns covered
the Bat as the men filed into the hall.
The spectacled spy stepped up to the
Bat. His face was white with rage
and his gun hand shook.

“So,” he snarled, “it is the famous
Black Bat who has been working
against us. The Bat who has never
before been captured. Take off that
hood !”?

The Bat moved back slightly until
his spine was flat against the wall
“Oh, no,” he said in a pleasant voice.
“Pm not taking this hood off for any-
one. If you want to see my face, just
step forward and try to remove the
hood.”

“I will shoot you dead,” the spy
raged and his gun came up.

“You're a fool if you do,” the Bat

said. “If I’'m dead, how can you ques-
tion me? How can you determine just
where I secured the information which
led me to Hugo—and to you? Per-
haps a hundred other people know of
this hideout. Perhaps I’ve told them.”

HE spy glared, whipped off his

glasses and handed them to one of
his men. He strode forward, fists
clenched. With a savage oath he
whipped a straight jab toward the
Bat’s chin. It landed against the wall
and the spy gave a cry of pain.

Then a black-gloved fist flicked out,
rattled the spy’s front teeth until they
bled. Two other men closed in, club-
bing their guns. The Bat hit one of
them in the pit of the stomach and
gave him a powerful shove. His com-
panions caught him, but that act held
them back. The other attacking spy
drew away, snarling his rage. :

The leader wiped blood from his
mouth and crouched. He raised one
hand, like an officer might do in a sig-
nal for his men to go over the top.

“When I bring my hand down,” he
called, “all of you will rush him. He
is not to be killed now. Later we
shall see how bravely he can die. He
must talk.”

Suddenly there was a commotion at
the rear of the group. One man yelled
an alarm,

“Fritz—he has gone! A moment
ago he stood by my side, now he has
disappeared.”

The spy leader turned swiftly, and
then the Bat went into action. He
lunged forward, wrapped one powerful
arm around the leader’s middle and
with the other hand wrested the gun
from his grasp. He jabbed the muzzle
of it against the spy’s neck. .

“Now we’re on slightly more even
terms,” he announced. “Tell your
men to lay off or I'll blow your neck
into their faces.”

ANl of the assembled spies turned .
back to watch the grim scene. The Bat
gave no indication of surprise when
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he saw a giant hand suddenly inserted
through the door and huge fingers close
around the throat of the nearest man.
He saw the spy lifted completely off
the floor and whisked out of the house.
One moment later another vanished in
similar fashion. It was done so
silently and neatly that no one even
missed the departed members of the
spy ring.

The leader breathed hoarsely, but he
made no attempt to wriggle out of the
Bat’s embrace. The pressure against
the nape of his neck warned him that
to do so would spell sudden death.
They were stalemate for the moment.
One man against more than a dozen,
and he held all the cards. But it
couldn’t last, The spies realized that
they had to get this hooded being even
if their leader died for it.

He seemed to know that too for sud-
denly he gave a violent wrench that
pulled himself free of the Bat’s re-
straining embrace. The spies surged
forward and then things really hap-
pened. A hulk of a man stepped into
the hallway. It was Butch. Above
his head he held a squirming, kicking
man. He hurled this human projectile
into the middle of the advancing spies.

With a roar that shook the house
Butch charged forward, toppling men
over with blows that broke bones when
they landed. On his heels came Silk,
gun clubbed. The narrow hallway
hemmed in the men so closely that
they had no chance to shoot. Every
time one sought to dart into one of the

other rooms, Butch yanked him back
and the spy no lenger took any interest
in the fight.

OMEONE wriggled through the
crowd and started up the stairs. It
was the spectacled spy. He had no gun
and presented no immediate hazard,
but his flight broke any morale which
his men might have had left. There
were only seven standing on their feet.
Butch menaced these while Silk kicked
fallen weapons out of their reach,

The Bat used his fists, battled a path
to the stairs and went up them three at
a time. He reached the top, tried to
figure out in what direction the spec-
tacled spy had fled and then — there
was a single shot and the sound of a
body falling heavily.

The Bat found the door of the room
locked. He drew back, hurled himself
at the panels and smashed the door
down. Inside he saw what he ex-
pected to find. The spectacled spy had
taken his defeat in a manner all spies
live to dread. He had found a gun
somewhere in the room and sent a bul-
let smashing through his own temple.

Downstairs there was further com-
motion. The Bat glanced out of the
window and saw some of the men run-
ning madly away. He sighed, joined
Butch and Silk to give them soft-
spoken compliments. There were still
five men groaning on the floor. Butch
gathered them up by twos and de-
posited them in chairs. The Bat faced
the group. [Turn Page]
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“Your leader has killed himself,” he
announced. “He has left you to take
all the blame for his deeds. It means
that those of you who are not citizens
will be sent back to wherever you came
from, By looking at you, I’d say that
is Germany. You'll return to face dis-
honor and very probably be sent to
the front as punishment. Talk and I
can promise you a term in prison that
will more than likely last longer than
that foolish war abroad. I'm asking
only once.”

“But we cannot tell what we do not
know,” one of the men quavered. “Rit-
ter, whom you say killed himself, was
the only man we knew who directed
our movements.”

“Then Ritter was mnot the real
leader? There is another?”

The talkative spy nodded. “Yes.
We do not know who this man is. We
have never seen him nor heard him
speak. His orders came through Rit-
ter. You must believe me. I would
not lie now—when you can ‘have us
sent back. Some of us did not ask to
join this service. We were forced to.
If we refused, our wives and children
in Germany, would be taken to concen-
tration camps and we should never
again see them. You must believe
me.”

“We'll leave that for the F.B.IL
men,” the Bat said. “You’ll be treated
fairly even if you cannot tell us any-
thing. Perhaps you know this—what
has a watch to do with this? A watch
that flies!”

The spy gaped in stupefaction. The
Bat could see that this was a puzzle
to him. He questioned them all further
until he had no remaining doubts.
These men were merely dupes, held in
reserve for some kind of a diabolical
plot. A search of each man revealed
nothing of importance beyond papers
on some that indicated all of them had
families abroad, families who would
obviously be imperiled unless these
men obeyed the orders of their su-
periors,

“Tie them up, Butch,” the Bat or-
dered. “Silk, help him, I'm going to
ook this nest over. It’s been used as
a hideout for a long time and there
may be something informative here.”

HE Bat began a systematic search

of the floor above. He dumped
the contents of desks and drawers on
the floor, pulled up rugs, ran window
shades down their full length to see
if documents had been rolled up in
them.

Butch and Silk joined him after the
prisoners were securely tied wup.
Finally the Bat entered the last room
down the hall. It was small and
oblong. There was hardly any space
between one wall and the doorway.
The Bat rapped knuckles against the
wall. . It sounded hollow.

“As I thought,” he said grimly.
“This room is too small to be true.
There is a hidden panel somewhere.
We've got to find it.”

Butch growled, set his shoulder
against the wall and shoved. Appar-
ently the wall was thinly constructed
and simply papered over to give the
illusion that no secret room was be-
hind it. Boards cracked and broke un-
til there was an aperture through
which Silk was able to squirm. In a
moment the hidden panel swung open.
Inside, the Bat found a small work-
bench and on it what seemed to be
some kind of a building, or series of
buildings, done in miniature.

“Interesting,” he said. “Butch, take
it to the car and be very careful. This
may be more important than it looks.
There is a garage at the rear of this
house. Undoubtedly you will find a
car there. Help yourself. T’ll take the
coupé because I have a midnight visit
to make. Go straight back to the
house and be careful that none of these
spies who fled are hanging around
waiting to take pot shots at us.”

“Them guys,” Butch said, picking
up the miniature building, using both
hands to do so, “ain’t in no shape
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to do any shootin’, Boss. I plastered
their eyes shut for ’em.”

The Bat slipped quietly downstairs,
listened outside the room in which the
prisoners were laid out like mummies
wrapped in rope, and heard them talk-
ing in low voices. Every word only
served to indicate they had told the
Bat the truth before. He passed
through the kitchen, saw Hugo’s body
grotesquely propped against the wall
and picked up the thousand-dollar bill
which had fallen from his frantic
fingers. Then he made his way to
where ‘Butch had left the coupé
parked.

CHAPTER IX

The Miniature

T WAS twenty-five
minutes later that
the Bat appeared in
the doorway of a
modest living room.
Lieutenant McGrath

: was slumpedina

e , chair reading a
e & newspaper and puff-

L g ing complacently on
his well heeled pipe. .

“Good evening, Lieutenant,” the Bat
said pleasantly.

McGrath’s feet came down with a
. bang. He jumped up and then he
flung the newspaper on the floor.

“Okay,” he growled. ‘You’re here,
so what do you want?”

The Bat spread his hands wide. “I
come in peace, Lieutenant. You see,
there are no guns in my hands. I have
something for you.”

He placed two one-thousand-dollar
bills on the table in front of McGrath’s
popping eyes. “That is blood money.
Murder money! It was paid for the
murders of Sloane and Collier. The
man who killed them has already paid
the supreme penalty. No, I did not ex-
ecute him, One of his own colleagues
did that. Therefore, I turn this money

over to you for the pension fund.
“And while you still have that

startled look on your face, T’11 tell you

more. If youll take a squad and go to

the last house on Belmont Lane, you’ll -

find five men trussed up and alive. In
the kitchen you’ll find the body of the
murderer I just told you about. Up-
stairs is another corpse—that of the
man who led this particular group of
spies. Please note that neither of these
bodies bears a black bat brand.”

The Bat moved toward the door, but
McGrath held up his hand. “Wait a
minute,” he said. “You don’t mean
you’ve busted this case wide open?”

“I haven’t even made a dent in it,
much to my disgust,” the Bat said.
“However, I am progressing. But I'm
afraid this spy ring is progressing even
faster.”

McGrath folded the two thousand-
dollar bills and stowed them in his vest
pocket. “Would you mind if I shook
your hand?” he asked.

A chuckle came from behind the
Bat’s hood. “Of course not, Lieuten-
ant. That is, if you wouldn’t mind
shaking my hand while I keep a gun
buried in your middle. My, my—you
are putting on weight. Must be that
you’re not active enough. Can it be
that you’'ve given up trying to catch
me?”

McGrath grimaced. “All right, so
you won’t let me get my hands on you,
but one of these days—"

“T'll get you, Mr. Black Bat,” the
Bat finished for him. “Good night,
Lieutenant. Don’t accidentally light
your pipe with one of those thousand-
dollar bills. And you needn’t charge
out of the house to track me down. I
won’t be there.”

“You’ll vanish, I suppose,” McGrath
grumbled,” down your badger hole as
usual.”

“I'll merely spread my wings and
take flight,” the Bat assured him.

The lights went out. When Mec-
Grath finally located the switch the
Bat was gone. - M¢Grath returned
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to his chair, stroking his chin thought-
fully. Then he phoned headquarters
and had a squad sent out to arrest
the spies. :

The Bat found Silk and Butch wait-
ing in the laboratory. Both of them
were gingerly examining the minia-
ture building which now rested on the
lab berfch. The Bat stripped off his
regalia, stowed it away and donned the
clothing habitual to Tony Quinn. He
pulled up a high stool, sat down and
studied the miniature himself,

“It’s a factory of some kind,” he said.
“And unless my sense of detail is badly
distorted, this replica is a scale model.
There is nothing crude about it. In
fact, I'd say an expert created this
piece of work. But what does it
mean? Why was it hidden in that spy
nest? Why was it created in the first
place?”

“I dunno,” Butch offered seriously,
and Tony Quinn laughed.

“Get back to your room, Butch, and
be ready for plenty of trouble. Better
wash your hands before you leave. An
eagle-eyed cop might notice those
raw knuckles and wonder whom
you murdered. Silk, how about some
food? Butch, you’re invited to remain
if you wish.”

Butch dried his hands. “I had me a
little snack already,” he said. “A
coupla steaks and a platter of French
fries. I’ll eat a real meal in a couple
of hours, but I ain’t hungry now.
Say—my mitts ain’t sore at all. If you
want somebody else’s head bashed in,
just let me know.”

ONY QUINN, cane between his

knees and that uncanny blind look
over his eyes, finished his second cup
of coffee half an hour later. Silk sat
across the table from him.

“That miniature building fascinates
me,” Quinn admitted. “If I only knew
what building it represents. Those
spies wouldn’t spend their time and
money - to create such a perfect
miniature just to make a toy Swiss

village. Look, Silk, there’s a camera
somewhere in the attic that I used be-
fore I became blind. Get it and see
what you can do with it. Phetograph
this miniature from every angle, in-
cluding the base of it. If everything
else fails we may have to check aerial
views of all factories of this type.”

“Right away, sir,” Silk answered.
“But what’s our next move? We
cleaned out that nest thoroughly, but
we got nothing in return. Fisk is still
missing. So is Lockhart—if that isn’t
his corpse at the morgue.”

“And Hugh Brooks has plenty to ex-
plain,” the Bat mused. “He heard me
phone Durrance that I was coming to
see him. If Durrance didn’t set that
murder trap for me, Brooks might
have known something about it. It
seems to me he followed over to Dur-
rance’s in rather a hurry — not even
stopping to put on his clothes. Per-
haps he thought he’d find me dead. No,
Silk, we haven’t even tapped the sur-
face of this case, but something tells
me we shall do so soon.,”

While Silk found and dusted off the
camera, Tony Quinn  studied the
miniature factory building intently. It
was complete to smallest detail. There
were even tiny railroad tracks which
led well into the factory yards. There
were tall, towerlike walls with what
seemed to be a crane track above them.
These were arranged in batteries. A
giant retort or distilling apparatus oc-
cupied a large part of the miniature
and around this was another battery
of those towerlike walls,

On impulse Quinn turned the
miniature upside down, working very
carefully lest some part of the object
be disturbed. There was nothing on
the bottom. Then, as he turned it
back, several of the tiny bricks dropped
out of their places and fell on the
bench. He noticed that they hadn’t
been glued in, but simply slid into
tiny sockets which they fitted with
meticulous precision. When Silk be-
gan taking his pictures, Quinn had him
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snap one showing these small bricks
removed from their places in the vari-
ous walls.

While Silk completed this work,
Quinn began donning the regalia of
the Bat again. He answered Silk’s in-
quiring look.

“We can’t waste a moment, Silk. So
far we've got nowhere, while the spies
have been going their own. way, com-
pleting whatever dlabollcal scheme
they have afoot. Since the repeal of
our embargo laws, Nazi spies have par-
ticularly been active. If it begins to
look as though Germany may lose the
war because we sell her enemies so
much war material, a desperate high
command in Berlin may order a com-
plete sabotage of all munitions fac-
tories in this country.”

“That’s right,” Silk admitted. “And
I think this miniature replica is that
of some big factory. I wish we could
identify it. I'll be finished in a few
moments, sir. If I could be of help—

Quinn thrust his guns into their
holsters and drew on his black silk
gloves. “Not right now, Sitk. Of all
our suspects the only available man
happens to be Hugh Brooks, He may
not be our man but if he isn’t someone
has him wunder observation. We need
clues to lead us to Fisk and Durrance—
something to tell us why Lockhart
should have substituted another man
to plunge to death for him. I must
learn more about that mysterious
- ‘watch that flies’. Somebody phoned
from Brooks’ house to set that bomb
trap at Durrance’s for me, and I'm go-
ing to trick Brooks—or someone asso-
ciated with l'um—-mto making another
phone call,”

The Bat slipped down into the tun-
nel, emerged through the garden house
and made sure he was unobserved.
Then he reached the coupé pulled
down the black, wide-brimmed hat he
always wore on these expeditions, so
that no inquisitive patrolman might
spot the hood of the Bat and go into
action,

discovered that somebody had
boarded up the window which
he had broken only a few hours before.
He noticed, too, that Brooks’ place
was now well guarded by Joe Allen’s
force of private detectives. There
were four of them, constantly patrol-
ling the estate. Only the Bat could
have slipped through their lines so
easily to make his stealthy way to the
cellar hatch. Inside the cellarway; he
examined the door.

Although inky blackness would
have prevented any other man from
operating in this narrow space, the
Bat’s eyes saw everything plainly.
Like most cellar doors this one was
cheaply constructed and offered no
great barrier. He picked the lock in
two minutes, stepped into the cellar
itself and gently closed the door be-
hind him.

As he climbed the stairs to the first
floor, he heard voices engaged in
earnest conversation. The Bat made
his way into the hall, slipped behind
a tall Cape Cod chair and listened.
Brooks was talking to someone.

“~—this moment on I want no less
than four men guarding me at all
times. I'm the only one left who saw
those two agents die. The killer may
strike without warning this time. T’d
be dead now if the Black Bat hadn’t
appeared. Allen, you and your men
mustn’t fail me now!”

Joe Allen put all the assurance
possible into his voice. “My boys
have orders to challenge anyone try-
ing to get in. If they receive no reply,
they have instructions to shoot. And
don’t think Pm laying down on the job,
Mr. Brooks. I'm going to look for
Fisk and Durrance immediately.”

The Bat mentally praised the quality
of the crepe heels and soles of his shoes
for they made no sound at all as he
maneuvered across the hall toward a
small desk on which rested a tele-
phone. He had a well-planned scheme
to make someone use this phone and
give away Durrance’s hiding place. It
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was a dial type and the Bat went to
work on it with sure, deft hands. He
had brought along a small kid of ex-
tremely well made tools.

It took him only a few moments to
remove the dial and expose the mech-
anism beneath it. He ripped a sheet
from a note pad, cut around piece out
of the white paper and fitted this inside
the instrument just beneath the dial.
Next he broke the point off a lead pen-
cil on the desk, fastened this into place
within the phone itself. This done, he
carefully reassembled the instrument,
put what was left of the slip of note
paper into his pocket and stepped
back.

He drew a gun, edged toward the

room where Detective Joe Allen was

still talking to Brooks, and peered into
it. Brooks was still clad in pajamas
and a lounging robe. Joe Allen,
sprawled out in a big chair, looked like
a scarecrow.

“You have absolutely nothing to
worry about,” Allen was saying con-
fidently. “You’re as safe here as if
you were in a cell at Sing Sing. Only
those persons whom you ask to call
will be admitted. No one else will
even reach the front door. Take my
word for that.”

“Sorry, Mr. Allen,” said the Bat
dryly from the doorway. “I got
through without much trouble.”

Joe Allen fairly bolted out of the
chair, one hand streaking toward his
coat pocket. Brooks grabbed his arm.

‘Take it easy, Allen. That’s the
Black Bat. He’s a friend.”

ALLEN relaxed and allowed a wry
grin to steal over his face. “I
hope so,” he said slowly. “Wouldn’t
do us much good if he was after your
hide, Mr. Brooks. This is the first time
in my life anybody ever got the drop
on me.”

The Bat laughed. “Please sit down
again, gentlemen. If I have your word
that you will not attempt to attack me,
I’ll put my gun away.”

Joe Allen waved a hand magnani-
mously. “I’'m a private dick, Bat. I
haven't any desire to tackle you. Mr.
Brooks has been telling me that you
saved his life. If I can help you in
any way, just sing out.”

“I don’t think you can,” the Bat said
and sat down facing them. “How-
ever, Mr. Brooks, you may be of some
help. You are the only man left who
saw Sloane and Collier die. Fisk left
the room before Lockhart went to
phone. Could Fisk have attacked
Lockhart and thrown him out of the
window ?”

Brooks rubbed his chin. “Yes, that
would have been possible. Allen was
in the meeting room by then and his
guards were still outside in the corri-
dor. Fisk may have been alone with
Lockhart before running out, and I
can add this fact—Fisk knew at least
a part of what Collier and Sloane were
going to report. Lockhart said so.
Like you, Bat, I have believed all along
that Fisk is the guilty man. Who else
could it be?”

“Durrance,” Joe Allen suggested.
“He vanished like Fisk did, getting one
of my operatives killed in the process.
Durrance was a clever guy. Maybe the
two of ’em are in cahoots. Our next
step should be locating those two men
because I'm sure that what they know
will solve this whole crazy case.”

“I have an idea where Durrance
might be,” the Bat said calmly. “Ear-
lier tonight I uncovered one of the
branches of this spy organization. I
captured several men and, while they
didn’t know much, I persuaded them
to tell me all they could. One of them
gave me a lead as to where Durrance
might be found. I'm going there im-
mediately.” b

The Bat arose. “There is no need
to warn your men not to shoot me,
Allen,” he said. “They won’t even see
me. If I learn anything or find Dur-
rance, you’ll know about it-—both of
you. Perhaps with our next meeting
we shall know enough to smash this




THE BLACK BAT’S SPY TRAIL 55

spy ring and its leaders c;ampletely.”

The Bat moved toward one of the
big windows at the far end of the room.
He raised it very quietly and took a
quick look outside. Then he touched
his hooded forehead in an easy salute,
pulled the drapes around himself and
the window, and he was gone.

Brooks rushed over to the window
and peered out. “I hope he’s right,
Allen. If one of your men plugs him,
we’ll lose the most valuable ally we've
had so far.”

“They didn’t plug him coming in,”
Allen grunted, and jammed on his hat.
“Im betting fifty to one they don’t
now. Maybe the Bat will get Dur-
rance. I hope so, but just to make sure
I’'m going to look for him myself. I'll
report in the morning as usual, Mr.
Brooks. Watch yourself meanwhile.”

Joe Allen walked to the front door,
opened it and called out a softly
spoken order. His men responded and
he passed safely through their lines.
Brooks glanced at his wrist watch,
sighed and yawned. He extinguished

the lights and walked out into the hall,

CHAPTER X
Visitor in the Night

UST as he disap-
peared from the
room, the heavy vel-
vet drapes masking
the window moved
slightly and the Bat
| emerged from be-
hind them. His pre-
tense of making his
escape had worked
beautifully. When Brooks had tried
to spot him leaving the estate, the Bat
had been standing not ten inches away
from him. Someone was in the front
hall. The Bat heard the click of the
telephone being lifted from its cradle
and then the sound of rapid dialing
reached his ears. Whoever used the
phone, spoke in a whispered voice that

escaped even the Bat’s sensitive ears,
and then hung up.

Five minutes went by and the house
settled down to an eerie quiet. The
Bat crept into the hallway, used his
screw driver again and removed from
under the phone dial that round piece
of paper. There were lines on it now,
drawn by that tiny fragment of graph-
ite. The Bat carefully set this paper
directly over the phone dial.

His keen eyesight compared the
marks on the paper with the location
of the dial numbers until he was able
to read what number had been called.
He made a mental note of it, slipped
back down the cellar and made his way
through Joe Allen’s four-man guard
around the house. The men were at-
tentive and suspicious, but not one of
them saw so much as the Bat’s shadow.

He drove to a police signal box, put
on his floppy-brimmed hat and stepped
out of the car. He could see the pa-
trolman just turning the corner several
blocks away and going in the other
direction.

“He’s just put in his duty call,” the
Bat told himself. “Which means he
won’t be back in a hurry. Now if the
other patrolmen who wuse this box
don’t show up, I'll have something.”

Opening the police signal box was
accomplished easily, for the Bat car-
ried a key that would fit any of them.

He picked up the phone inside and was

automatically connected with the
switchboard operator at the precinct.

The Bat made his voice gruff. “I
got a lost kid here, Sarge. Yeah—he
don’t know his name or address, but
here’s a hot one. He knows his phone
number. It’s Garland eight-nine-two-
six-seven. Suppose you check on the
reverse directory for the address of
that number, and I’ll send the kid home
in a cab. What? No, if you phone his
folks, they’ll be worried. The kid was
visiting somebody and his folks don’t
expect him back. That’s how he got
lost, see? He didn’t like the place and
was trying to get home again,”
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The Bat kept watching the deserted
street, glad that it was nearly dawn
and no one was abroad. The switch-
board operator came back with the
news he wanted in three minutes.

“Say, Murph, that kid sure is a long
way from home. That phone is in a
house at twenty-seven-ninety-four Es-
terbrook Road. Name of Theimer.
That right?”

The Bat turned his head and spoke
to the imaginary lost boy. “Your name
Theimer? It is, huh? Okay, kid.”
Then he spoke into the phone again.
“Yeah that’s it. So what if it costs me
half a day’s pay to get the kid home.
T'll pin a note on him. Maybe his old
man will look me up tomorrow night.
Thanks, Sarge.”

The Bat chuckled softly, got back
into his coupé and sent it humming
north. He had little time to spare for
if Brooks had made that call to warn
someone that the Bat was on his way,
the spies would clear out quickly or
have time enough to prepare an elabo-
rate trap from which the Bat might not
escape. He stopped, slipped off his
hood, donned the wide-brimmed hat
and a dark topcoat which he pulled up
well around his throat.

E scurried into a bus terminal,
phoned Silk and was out again
before anyone had a good look at him.
The Bat rarely took such chances for
the scars on his face would give him
away to any alert policeman. It didn’t
help matters at all that almost every
cop knew Tony Quinn, for he had been
very closely associated with them dur-
ing his days as a district attorney.

Silk and Butch met him at an ap-
pointed spot only half a mile from the
address which the Bat had so adroitly
wormed out of the switchboard ser-
geant at the precinct station.

“We may be too late,” he told Silk
and Butch as they parked and were
~ preparing to head toward the spy ren-
dezvous, “but if they left in a hurry,
maybe they forgot a clue. At any rate

I have an:idea you two will come in
handy.”

Then the Bat saw headlights flash
from a garage behind the house they
stalked. He darted toward the sedan
which Silk and Butch had used.

“Both of you stay here,” he ordéred.

“I’ll follow that car. When we're out
of sight, sneak into the place and see
what’s going on. Be careful—all of
them may not be in the car.”

The headlights didn’t turn in their
direction fortunately, and he sent the
heavy sedan racing after them. He
used no headlights, for the Bat could
see the road just as plainly without
them. - '

He remained far enough behind so
that those in the speeding car would
neither hear his motor nor catch a
glimpse of the sedan. The chase led
to a state highway which stretched out
like a huge gray ribbon in the night.
The Bat’s speedometer logged four
miles before the spy car began to slow
up. Finally it stopped altogether, and
the Bat braked his own sedan.

Then he saw one man being forcibly
shoved out. The distance was too
great to identify this man, but the Bat
had an idea that the spies were resort-
ing to the old gangster trick of getting
rid of an unwanted passenger. This
hunch became even stronger when the
lone individual began running like mad
away from the spy car. ;

The Bat stepped on the gas pedal
hard. He saw a jet of orange flame
lance out from the rear door of the car.
The running man ran all the faster.
Again the weapon barked and missed.
The Bat was drawing closer and closer.
In a moment those spies would see him
bearing down on them. Without ques-
tion guns would then be turned on the
Bat, but he kept on going. The run-
ning man saw him approach and waved
both hands while he yelled in terror.

“Head for the brush and drop!” The
Bat yelled as he raced by. Then he for-
got about the intended victim. The men
inside the car were concentrating their

~
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efforts on him now. The section of
windshield to his right cobwebbed, and
he gave silent thanks that it was shat-
ter-proof. Bullets spanged against the
fenders and the radiator, but still that
sedan hurtled forward, aimed straight
at the spy car. Suddenly all four doors
of the spy car opened and erupted five
men. They streaked away for safety.
Let this fool of a driver crash if he
wanted to. It would make things all
the easier.

But when it seemed impossible to
avoid a devasting crash, the Bat turned
the wheel steadily and without jerking.
The muscles in his arms bulged under
the strain, but he whisked by the spy
car with several inches to spare. Tires
screeched and the sedan swayed drunk-
enly, but the Bat made it without over-
turning. He tramped on the brake un-
til he felt certain that it was safe to
attempt a wide swing. The car took
that turn on two wheels, straightened
up and roared back.

S he approached the spy car, he

M saw that all five men were search-
ing for their intended victim. A moment
later the fugitive appeared as fright got
the better of calm judgment. He broke
from the brush and began running
madly away. Guns spouted at him and
the spies took up the chase.

Then they heard the howl of the Bat’s
motor, glanced over their shoulders and
spread in all directions. Guns flared as
the sedan hurtled by, but no slugs found

a mark. The running man slowed up
when he recognized the oncoming car.
The Bat opened the right-hand front
door, slowed down, and the murder vic-
tim leaped aboard.

“Thank you,” he panted, half-sob-
bing. “Thank you very much. I thought
I was—"

He stopped short when he saw the
eerie black hood over the Bat’s head.
He gasped and reached for the door.

“Relax,” the Bat said curtly. “Do
you think I'd have bothered to save you
if I planned on harming you? I'm the
Black Bat. Who are you?”

“D—Durrance,” the man licked his
lips. “I—I'm sorry I'm so damned ner-
vous, but I—I've been through so
much.”

“I know, but you’re quite safe now.
Tell me what happened at your home
after I called. Were you kidnaped?”

“The Black Bat? Of course! Any-
way, about five or ten minutes after you
phoned, someone knocked on the door
with that same signal you told me to
expect. I opened the door and two men
seized me." They wound some kind of
a cléth around my head and dragged me
toacar. I think they chloroformed me.
When I woke up, I was in some kind of
a house. I can show you where it is.”

“I already know,” the Bat said.
“That’s where I picked up your trail.
Why did they snatch you? What did
they want?”

“A watch!” Durrance said in per-
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plexity. “They wanted to know what
happened to a watch that Collier and
Sloane had brought to the meeting
room. 1 didn’t know what they were
talking about, but they wouldn’t be-
lieve me. I didn’t see any watch.”
“Who questioned you?” the Bat
wanted to know as he turned off the

highway and headed back toward the

Spy nest.

“I don’t know. They had me in a
dark room. I couldn’t see the man who
questioned me. But when I didn’t an-
swer, two of the men kept slapping my
face until I almost went mad. And
finally they took me out to kill me. It’s
all very well to be patriotic, as Lockhart
used to say, but when they torture me,
try to kill me, that’s more than I can
stand. I’'m going away.”

A flashlight winked and Silk stepped
out into the road. The Bat stopped,
stepped out of the car and led Silk a
few feet away.

“Butch is still in the house,” Silk re-
ported. “We couldn’t find a thing.”

“Don’t get close enough to the car so
that Durrance can identify you,” the
Bat warned. “But watch him. The
road, too. Those spies may be back.”

The Bat hurried to the house. Butch
let him in. Without turning on any
lights the Bat started a careful search
of the place. He located the room where
Durrance had been questioned and tor-
tured. It was a small, windowless room
and the ropes that had bound Durrance
were still on the floor. There was a
small table with a chair beside it on one
corner. The Bat’s eyes flicked across
the table top and he grunted in surprise
and pleasure. The surface of that table
was covered with glass.

QQREMOVE the glass top,” the
Bat told Butch. “Be careful
that you don’t smear any finger prints
that may be on it. Wrap it completely
in a piece of cloth.”

Butch fell to work while the Bat kept
on searching the rest of the place. He
gave up after several minutes, These

spies were more than ordinarily careful.
Nothing was left behind that would in-
criminate them or shed the slightest
light on the identity of their leader. In
the east the sky was turning gray. The
Bat hurried back to the car, signaled
that Silk and Butch were to take the
coupé while he got into the sedan
where Durrance was still sitting, wide-
eyed with terror. The Bat headed to-
ward the city.

“You don’t know it,” he told Dur-
rance, “but your house has been gutted
by explosion and fire. The only place
where you can go is to a hotel. Suppos-
ing you register at the Hotel Schyler
under the name of John Lind. I can

reach you there if necessary and you'll

be quite safe so long as you keep to
your room.’

“I’ll do anything you say,” Durrance
agreed. “You saved my life and I know
you must be trying to help me.”

The Bat dropped Durrance off at a
convenient spot, put on his wide-
brimmed hat and drove through the
early dawn back toward his own house.
Butch was waiting just inside the gate
and he drove the sedan away. The Bat
didn’t use the tunnel this time. Silk
was waiting at the back door of the
house. They went inside. Silk picked
up the glass top which Butch had taken
from the table at the spy nest.

“It’s a forlorn hope,” the Bat said,
“but we can’t pass up any chances. I'll
have a iook for prints at once. Let’s
go into the lab, Silk.”

Silk began drawing the window
shades in the library. “Did you notice,
sir,” he asked, “that something strange
happened in the neighborhood while
we were away? The gasoline station
two blocks from here was blown up.
That little hardware store where I buy
bullets for target practice had smashed
windows and looks as though it has
been gutted by fire.”

The Bat opened the secret door to the
lab. “That’s odd, Silk. Almost too
odd to be coincidental, but we’ve got
plenty—"
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The Bat stopped abruptly and jerked
erect. He almost dropped the section
of plate-glass that he held. Silk peered
over the Bat’s shoulder.

Both men started speechlessly at the
bench where the miniature factory had
been resting. The miniature had been
torn into a thousand pieces and hurled
in all directions. A delicate instrument
had fallen to the floor. A yellow-colored
chemical dripped from a tipped-over
reagent bottle. The laboratory which
the Bat believed so well hidden and so
perfectly protected, was almost in
ruins.

The Bat whirled around. “Someone
was in here,” he ground out. “Some-
one has guessed that Tony Quinn and
the Black Bat are one and the same.
Search the house and keep your gun
handy! Every closet, every corner,
Silk. Don’t miss a spot. We must find
the man who came here and destroyed
that miniature.”

CHAPTER XI

Dangerous Assignment

UT an hour’s search
inside and outside the
house revealed noth-
ing. An examination
of doors and win-
dows showed not the
slightest trace of a
forced entry. The

i garden house and the
tunnel 1ead1ng into the laboratory gave
no clue to an invader.

When he was certain that no one
lurked in or near the house the Bat
peeled off his regalia and became Tony

Quinn once more. He automatically

picked up his cane and allowed that

mask of blindness to steal over his eyes.

He sat down heavily. Silk kept mop-

ping his forehead and his usually im-

maculate shirt collar was wilted.

“It had to happen,” Quinn said
slowly. “Itwas bound to Silk. Iknew

from the start that we couldn’t get

away with our act forever, but—well, I
thought somebody like Commissioner
Warner or even Lieutenant McGrath
would be the first to identify us in our
true light. Instead of that, it’s some
crawling spy with his hands dripping
menace for the whole world. Now he’s
got us cornered, but we’ll fight, Silk.
From this moment on we've got to
work fast.”

Quinn thrust his cane under one
arm and no longer pretended that he
was blind. He strode into the labora-
tory, carefully swept the debris aside
and went to work. He dusted both sur-
faces of the plate-glass, brought out
several remarkable clear finger prints
and hastily catalogued them. He com-
pared notes and then leaned back with
a long sigh. Silk heard it and looked
inquisitively at Quinn as he emerged
from the laboratory and closed. the
door.

“A man, concealed by darkness, ques-
tioned Durrance,” Quinn explained.
“He sat before a small table and he left
a few souvenirs—his finger prints, Silk.
They are identical with those we found
on Lockhart’s personal effects.”

“So it’s Lockhart!” Silk groaned.
“What can we do, sir? How did he
ever suspect you?”

“I don’t know that,” Quinn replied,
“pbut I have an answer to your first
question. So far, almost every inning
belongs to the spies, but from this mo-
ment on, we'll take the offensive. We
must work faster than ever before and
our feet mustn’t slip a fraction of an
inch. Those pictures you took of that
miniature factory, Silk. Where are
they?”

“Upstairs in one of the spare rooms,”
Silk said. “I hung the prints up there
to dry. I'll bring them down at once,
sir.”

Silk sped away. Quinn kept pound-
ing his right fist into the palm of his
left hand. For the first time in months
he was displaying nervousness. Ex-
posure meant the end of the Black Bat!
Meant an end of Tony Quinn, too, if
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those spies chose to attack in force.

Quinn even considered a consultation
with Police Commissioner Warner, a
frank confession and a plea for help.
Then his jaws snapped together. The
Black Bat worked alone. ‘He asked no
help, wanted none except from that
small group whom he knew could be
trusted. Something banged against the
front door and brought Quinn to his
feet with a start.

He muttered a savage curse. That
was the morning newspaper. Even a
newsboy was giving him the jitters.
Not since the weeks that he had tapped
his way around, totally blind and with-
out hope of ever recovering his sight,
had Tony Quinn been so much on edge.
He walked to the front door, peered out
through a small window and then
opened the door far enough to reach
out and snag the newspaper.

ILK came hurrying downstairs as
his master unfolded the paper.
Quinn’s eyes 'opened very wide. He
walked into the library, sat down
heavily and stared into the empty fire-
place. Silk saw the headlines over
Quinn’s shoulder.

TWENTY-EIGHT MYSTERIOUS EX-
PLOSIONS AND FIRES ROCK CITY

Last night, between the hours of two and
four, fire and police officials were kept on the
run by twenty-eight explosions and fires that
occurred with startling rapidity. They were
entirely confined to gasoline tanks and hard-
ware stores. Police are checking labor diffi-
culties, but already state that there is no
solution in that direction. Most of the hard-
ware stores were privately owned and op-
erated solely by the men who held title to
them.

There was more, columns of it.
Quinn looked up at Silk.

“That,” he said, “was no coincidence.
All this has something to do with the
spy ring. Look at the addresses, Silk.
These explosions happened in concen-
trated parts of the city. Commissioner
Warner lives in one, Lieutenant Mc-
Grath in another. That F.B.L. agent,

Mike Igoe—four gas stations blew up
in the vicinity of his home. More near
Police Headquarters and the field head-
quarters building of the F.B.1.”

“But what does it mean?” Silk asked.
“What caused those explosions? I al-
ways thought that when spies went to
work they tackled big things like the
Raritan Arsenal or some of those big
factories where they make ammunition
and—"

‘““Those pictures,” Quinn cried
eagerly. “Quick, Silk! You've put me
onto something.”

Silk spread out the photographs he
had taken of the miniature factory.
Quinn used a magnifying glass to bring
out each particular detail. He began
making notes.

“It’s some kind of a coal tar produc-
ing factory,” he said finally. “There are
batteries of coke furnances, giant dis-
tillation apparatus, big chimneys —
everything that such a plant produces.
There was a reason why that miniature
was made to scale—and why it was de-
stroyed. Silk we’ve got to find the or-
iginal of that miniature. Somewhere
there is a real factory in danger. Per-
haps here is the motive that lies behind
the spy ring. We must identify that
plant. But how?”

“We might try to find books on the
subject and see if there are any pictures
in them,” Silk said.

“That would take too long. I've got
it! First I want you to print, in a pre-
cise hand, the words PROPERTY OF
WAR DEPARTMENT on the back of
each picture. Then slip out through the
tunnel and bring Carol back. We can’t
risk phoning her from here—not after
what’s happened. Hurry!”

Carol came very promptly. Quinn
spoke to her in a strained voice. “I
hate to send you on an expedition of
this kind, but Butch couldn’t handle it
deftly and Silk is out of the question.
He might be recognized. I want you to
take these pictures to the commanding
officer at the arsenal across the river.
Tell him you found them, noticed they

5
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were marked as government property,
and you came to return them.

“Pretend you know they are pictures
of the arsenal itself and would probably
be valuable property in the hands of
spies. Then watch and listen. The
moment you learn what factory this
really is we’ll have something to go
on.”

Carol tucked the envelope of pictures
under one arm. She took a cab as far
as the river, crossed via a ferry and
boarded a trolley to reach the arsenal.
She explained patiently to the sentry
what she wanted. It took a few mo-
ments, but she was soon ushered into
the offices of a colonel of the Chemical
Warfare Service.

AROL laid the pictures on the desk
and quietly explained where she
had found them.

“I think they are pictures of this

very arsenal,” she said excitedly. “See
—everything looks the same.”

The army officer glanced at her
sharply. Then he smiled. “I really
don’t know how these came to be
marked as the property of the War De-
partment, young lady. They are not
pictures of this arsenal, but of a coal
tar manufacturing plant. Odd though
—no one should be allowed to take
such pictures in these times.”

He picked up the phone. “Get me
the superintendent of the Acme Dye
Plant in Burgoyne.”

Carol backed toward the door. “T’ll
go now if you don’t mind, sir. I hope
I didn’t make trouble for anyone by re-
turning the pictures.”

“Not at all, young lady,” the colonel
assured her. “Leave your name and
address with the corporal outside—
just in case we need you again. And
thanks, very much.”

As Carol closed the door of the
colonel’s office, she didn’t notice a
piercing-eyed man watching her intent-
ly. She didn’t see this man draw a
small camera from a pocket and quickly
take a couple of shots of her.

“She brings pictures and perhaps
maps,” this man told himself. “There-
fore she must be a counter-espionage
agent. Itds well that I have her pic-
ture.”

Carol passed by the corporal who
was seated at a desk in the outer office, .
hurriedly left the premises and took a
trolley back to town. There she used
the ferry again and then a cab. An
hour after leaving the arsenal, she was
reporting to Tony Quinn.

“The colonel recognized it as the
Acme Dye Works in Burgoyne, Tony.
He was phoning them when I left—go-
ing to find out how come they per-
mitted such pictures to be made. He
said they were not government prop-
erty and he told me to leave my name
and address with the corporal in the
other office. Of course I didn’t.”

Quinn chuckled. “A girl like you
wouldn’t be supposed to know that,
darling. Now I’m afraid there is more
work for you. Burgoyne isn’t far from
the city. Go there and get a job. Any
kind of a job. I'll send Butch along
just to be sure you're safe. Keep your
ears and eyes open. This is a danger-
ous assignment, but they may not sus-
pect a girl. We'll keep in touch with
you. If things get too hot, leave im-
mediately. If anything ever happened
to you, Carol, I'd never forgive myself.”

Carol perched on the arm of Quinn’s
chair and smiled down at him. “This
time, Tony, it’s a question of many,
many lives. If what you think is true
and American factories are filling up
with saboteurs, I won’t let you down
because I'd be letting down a lot of
other people, too. And I won’t risk my
foolish neck. I promise you that. Soon
as I'm settled, I’ll send you word. I
ought to be there by early evening,”

“Good,” Quinn said. “I’ll tell you
what I wish to know after you’re work-
ing there and able to get around the
plant.”

He led her to the hidden laboratory
door and Silk discreetly departed until
he heard the door shut. Quinn looked
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more genuinely worried than Silk had
ever seen him,

“It's not enough that someone may
know Tony Quinn is the Bat,” he
growled. “Now I'm forced to send
Caraol into danger, too. Contact Butch
and tell him to go to this Acme Dye
Works. to keep an eye on Carol
They’re hiring men and women in
those factories as fast as they can get
them. Neither Carol nor Butch should
have any trouble landing something.”

CHAPTER XII
Yellow Fog

RECISELY at seven
the next morning
Carol put on a mod-
est dress, an old hat
and a pair of none

™~ too prosperous look-

=, f ing shoes. It took
her exactly five min-
utes to land a job.

R At eight o’clock she
was bemg shown how to fill hand gre-
nades. The Acme Dye Works, it
seemed, made their dyes in another
part of the country and devoted all
available space here to the manufacture
of high explosives on order to foreign
governments. This was a war industry
in full swing. Located in a somewhat
small town, every person who could
pass a physical test got a job.

At ten-thirty Carol noticed a hollow-
cheeked man dressed in dirty overalls
regarding her intently. He even went
so far as to put on a pair of glasses to
study her features all the more intent-
ly. Carol turned her back on him, but
not deliberately. Things might break
from any angle and she wanted all
avenues wide open.

But Carol would not have felt so con-
fident had she known that concealed in
the palm of his hand was a small photo-
graph of herself. Hollow-cheek walked
out of the building, headed for a gate-
man’s booth and steppred in.

The gateman, a lynx-eyed, scowling
man, growled, “Ja, ja,” at his visitor’s
hoarsely whispered command and
stepped out.

Hollow-cheek was alone in the gate-
house. He drew a screw driver from
his pocket and disconnected the tele-
phone wires. He opened a closet ap-
parently used for rags and waste. He
pulled some of this out uncovered an-
other phone connection and quickly at-
tached the factory instrument. He
raised the receiver and waited until
there was a click and an accented voice
demanded to know his business.

“This is Karl,” he said. “In the
morning’s mail I received -the usual
batch of pictures of persons we should
watch for. There was a girl—number
two-seven-eight—whom Heinrich saw
in the offices of the Raritan Arsenal
yesterday. She must be a counter-es-
pionage agent. I await orders.”

The man at the other end of the
phone gave these orders without hesi-
tation. “Watch her closely. See that
the others are notified of her presence.
When you see an opportunity—strike!
But don’t kill her until she reveals who
sent her. Karl, there are further or-
ders. We must have more of that mix-
ture fifty-four—much more of it very
soon. You had best use the plan you
outlined to me a week ago. That is all
for now.”

Karl hastily hung up, disconnected
the instrument and transferred it back
to its regular line. He summoned the
gateman and left. He crossed the huge
yard, glancing at the sky scraping coke
towers where coal was roasted so that
its derivatives could be gathered and
turned into gas, dyes and the mightiest
explosives in the world.

“The stupid pigs,” Karl muttered to
himself. “In time of war this plant
would be more valuable than a dozen
army corps, and yet I could destroy it
any moment I wished.”

He grinned crookedly, made his way
into the grenade room—and was al-
most bowled over by a giant of a man.
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Karl hissed a curse, but the big man

only grinned like a simpleton and
passed on.

Karl didn’t see the giant’s mighty
fists curl into knots. Butch often took
savage dislikes on sight and this was
one of the times. He had observed
this man watching Carol so intently.
Butch was a slow-thinking individual
highly given to following hunches. He
had one now—that this factory was a
potential powder keg of trouble.
Butch’s orders were definite and sim-
ple. To watch Carol and act if she got
into any kind of trouble.

HEY met at the lunch hour, but
Carol signaled Butch to merely
trail her. Butch followed her to a de-
serted shack far out of the factory yard.
“There is a man with a face like a
stiff,” Butch said, approaching. “He
was watching you all morning. I think
he must know you.”

Carol ' smiled - at him. “Thanks,
Rutch. T’ll watch for him. But how
could anyone know me? I’ve never
even been in this vicinity before. How-
ever, I don’t like the way things are
going here. Too many nosey people.
Have you noticed that small room just
off the corridor where the time clocks
are located? I found out that they
carelessly keep a new kind of explosive
known as Mixture fifty-four in there.

“Some people can’t seem to realize,
Butch, that this factory is aiding only
one side of that European War. The
other side can’t like this situation and
if they could put a stop to it, they most
certainly would. Yet new employees
aren’t even questioned as to their back-
ground. If they possess two good
hands and sense enough not to light a
match, they’re given jobs here. I'm
betting this plant is overrun with for-
eign agents.”

“Lots of Heinies,” Butch said. “I
been hearin’ ’em talk. I guess you're
right, too. The guy in the employment
office took only one look at me and I
had the job. He even told a couple of

other guys that they wouldn’t have to
buy a new derrick now. Funny, ain’t
he! Well—there goes the whistle.
We'd better get back.”

Carol went first. Butch trailed far
behind her. As Carol stepped into the
long corridor where the time clocks
were set up, she noticed the hawk-faced
man who had been watching her, duck
away from one of the clocks and walk
briskly toward the door. She shrugged
and then hurried on when she realized
that there was a line in back of her.

Outside, in the huge factory yard,
two light delivery trucks pulled up.
The gateman with the lynx eyes had
passed them without the inspection he
was supposed to make. They rolled to
a stop just outside the building in
which Carol was now getting ready to
punch her time card.

She removed the card from its slot,
inserted it into the clock and pulled the
lever to punch it. As the lever came
down, there was an explosion. The
glass face of the clock flew.into a thou-
sand pieces and a stream of yellow fog
emanated from it. Further down the
corridor other jets of yellow smoke
were emitted from chinks in the wall.
Carol reeled back. Involuntarily she
took in one choking gasp of air. For a
moment she thought her lungs would
burst. A cloudy film came over her
eyes. She felt as though giant fingers
were strangling her.

A factory guard, entering the corri-
dor from outside, saw men and women
dropping to the floor, overcome by the
yellow fog. He opened his mouth to
scream a warning, his hand whipping
his gun from its holster, but behind him
appeared a scowling man with a gun in
his hand. The weapon rose and fell.
The guard took the blow squarely on
the top of his head and without a sound
he collapsed, limp as an empty sack.

Carol was aware of falling. It
seemed miles before she struck the
floor. Then, as through a dim haze, she
saw the hawk-faced man with a drip-
ping cloth pressed against his nose and
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mouth, bend down beside her. She
wanted to scream, but every muscle
and nerve was paralyzed. He picked
her up, let the wet cloth fall to the
floor and was very careful not to
breathe again until he was outside
where fresh air dissipated the asphyxi-
ating fumes.

EN were jumping from the light
delivery trucks that had pulled

up. Each wore a gas mask that made a
nightmarish monster of him. They
sped into the yellow-fog-filled corridor,
darted through it and into the room
where the mixture of newly invented
powder was stored. There wasn’t
much of it, but they took every ounce
they could find. Then they rushed
back and clambered into the trucks.

One of them listened to orders from
Karl, the hawk-faced man, nodded and
touched his gas masked forehead in a
stiff salute. He climbed into the truck,
shoved Carol’s inert form far up inside
and proceeded to tie and gag her.

Employees were rushking up now.
Leading them was Butch., He alone
saw Karl sidle back into the gas-filled
corridor. Butch grimly watched fac-
tory docters bring him back to con-
sciousness again ten minutes later.

“I do not know what happened,”
Karl said. “Someone punched the time
clock and then it all began. That gas
—I was knocked out at once.”

Karl was helped to his feet.

“It was a harmless gas, but it
knocked out everyone in that corri-
dor,” he explained. Spies, Karl. They
stole every grain of Mixture fifty-four.
They must be erazy, for the formula for
that stuff is no deep secret. Well—
get everyone back to work who is able
to work. Fve got to see the super and
make a report. Trouble, trouble!
This damn factory thrives on it.”

Karl watched the assistant superin-
tendent hurry away. He smiled com-
placently, spat on the ground and
turned about. For a moment Karl was
hypnotized into a state of inaction.

That brute of a man whom he had
bumped into and cursed, was standing
not fifteen feet away and regarding him
as a serpent might look at a bird before
it pounced. Karl shivered, drew him-
self up and scowled.

“You do not look like the gas hurt
you much,” the foreman growled. “Get
back to work or draw your pay and get
out of here.” ,

Butch grunted and sluggishly
obeyed. Karl’s right hand touched a
flat, unobtrusive object in his hip
pocket, beneath his overalls. Then he
shrugged. That big ape was too stupid
looking to know anything. Even if he
had noticed Karl, what matter? Big
or small, nosey men dropped before the
flaming muzzle of the gun he carried.
Karl strolled over to the gatehouse.

“The trucks passed through without
being noticed,” the gatekeeper told him
in a whisper. “It worked like a charm.”

Karl nodded and turned back. Ev-
erything had progressed with the
smoothness that only the well oiled
machine built up by the spy leader
could have accomplished. Yet Karl had
a feeling, far back in his mind, that all
was’'t well. That hulking giant of a
man with those cold, deadly eyes. If
only he hadn’t been around, Karl would
have felt much better.

All afternoon Karl was teo busy to
think of Bufch again. Government
agents asked him dozens of questions.
He lied fluently and they believed him.
After all, Karl was a trusted émployee
with a fine record that extended over a
period of years. What the government
agents didr’t know was the fact that
Karl was the nucleus of a massive spy
organization that had grown rapidly
until it was now capable of inflicting
terrific losses upon every industry in
the United States which was connected
with the manufacture of munitions.

Karl was thirty minutes late when
he checked out. He climbed into his
cheap, second hand car and drove
straight home. He lived alone in a two-
room house set well apart from the
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other factory houses. It was better
that way. No one to ask stupid ques-
tions. Karl was actually glowing as he
shut off the motor of his car.

Soon now, very soon, he’d be given
a promotion and more pay. The fac-
tory paid him a good wage, but Karl
was ambitious. He wanted to stand
beside the unknown leader of the spy
ring and receive some of the salutes
from the more humble of the opera-
tives. Things were going along nicely.

Karl opened the door -of his little
house, closed it behind him and slid
home a huge bolt. Then he turned on
the lights. For a full minute he was
certain that his eyes and his mind
played him tricks. The hulk of a man
whom he had cursed and feared was
sitting at Karl’s own table, eating
Karl’s own food.. ~

e

~ . CHAPTER XIII
Influence of Fear

ARL reached for his
gun, his thin face
venomous. Quick as
a flash the hulking
Butch arose, gave
the table a lusty
shove toward the en-
raged Karl just as
the latter sprang for-
ward with clubbed

gun in upra1sed hand. Butch leaped for
the other side of the room.

With a howl of triumph the treach-
erous foreman evaded the crashing ta-
ble and reversed his gun to fire. He
never made it. A catsup bottle sailed
across the room and collided violently
with his forehead. The cap was off,
and the stuff splattered all over him.
He reeled back against the wall and a
glassy look came into his eyes.

Before he could recover, a vast hand
had him by the throat while its mate
disarmed him with ridiculous ease.

“Get nasty, will you?” boomed a
mighty voice. “And me just havin’ a
little sociable snack while I was waitin’
for you to come home. Now we’re gon-
na have a little talk about puttin’ girls
in trucks and haulin’ ’em away. This
catsup ain’t nothin’ to what you’re gon-
na look like if you don’t talk straight,
pal. Know what I mean?”

Karl showed that he understood
quite plainly by the glint of terror in
his eyes. Then, before he could an-
swer, he was shaken like a terrier
shakes a rat and fairly thrown across
the room onto the couch. Butch then
calmly peeled off his coat.

“I don’t like to get my clothes all
covered with blood,” he explained. “It
don’t wash out like catsup, see?”

“Blood?” Karl repeated with a gasp
of horror.

“Yeah. Yours, Dutchie,” Butch went
on conversationally as he rolled up his
sleeves. “That is, unless you got more
sense than I give you credit for. You
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see, that girl you had your pals cart
away this afternoon is a friend of mine.
I was watchin’ you, and I know you had
her snatched. Also you knew all about
that funny business with the knockout
gas. You didn’t get knocked stiff until
long after everybody else did. Then
you took a whiff of that stuff so you'd
fall on the floor and be a big hero.”

“Wh-what do you mean?” Karl qua-
vered. This wasn’t spy work, facing an
inhuman giant like this. A man who
talked calmly of spilling blood and who
was so huge that no ordinary man
could escape him.

“Where is the girl, buddy? And it
better be the truth because the last guy
I handled this way, didn’t live. Maybe
you want a sample of my work, huh?”

Butch’s hamlike paw gripped Karl’s
leg just above the ankle, and squeezed.
Karl gave a bleat of pain and Butch
grinned. That hadn’t hurt the guy
much, but like the Black Bat always
said, scare a guy enough and he’ll think
you're killing him.

“No-no, do not break my leg,” Karl
yelped. “I don’t know anything about
a girl. Iswearit! I’ll give you money
—Ilots of money! A thousand dollars!
I have it! Wait—let me go and T'll
show you.”

“Why?” Butch asked patiently. “If
I wanted your dough, I'd wring your
neck and take it. But I don’t see? I
want to know where that girl was taken
and in about half a minute you’re goin’
to wish you’d told me, pal. After I fin-
ish, yow’ll only be able to walk again
with a crutch. Wise up. Where is
she?” ,

Karl gulped. Through his mind
flashed a picture of himself hobbling on
crutches: This was wrong. He was
supposed to be in the place of this big
man. He was supposed to be doing the
threatening and the crippling. Noman
could do this to him—Karl Hannemann
—who was on his way to becoming one
of the shrewdest spies in the business.

‘Then Karl gave a piercing yell of
agony. He could feel the arteries and

veins bursting in his leg. He could feel
bones grinding against one another.
He knew what crushed veins meant—
amputation. He screamed again.

UTCH’S features didn’t alter in

the least. He retained his grip
on Karl’s leg, rubbed the lobe of his
ear with the other hand and looked
down at his quivering victim.

“You better tell me where the girl is,
pal. Next time you won’t yell because
you’ll pass out. It ain’t so nice when
you wake up. Take it from me, it ain’t.
The last guy I tackled like this—"

“Stop,” Karl moaned. “Himmel, you
are killing me! I cannot stand it. I
will talk. I will tell you anything you
want to know. I swear it. Only let go
of my leg. I cannot stand it.”

Butch’s grip relaxed. Karl’s leg was
only faintly bruised. Butch had never
studied psychology nor any kindred
subjects pertaining to the human mind.
All he knew was that if you talked
tough and pretended hard enough, the
other guy usually came through. The
Bat had taught him that lesson and it

sunk deeply into Butch’s brain.

“She has been taken to Philadelphia,”
Karl groaned. “My leg—I know it is
broken in several places. You cannot
do this to me.”

“Where, in Philly ?” Butch asked and
his fingers touched Karl’s ankle again.

“To a house on the corner of Andover
Street and some avenue. I am not sure.
That is the truth—I would not lie to
you.”

“O’course, you wouldn’t,” Butch
said. He reached down, lifted Karl
from bed and carried him over to a
small closet. “While you was delayed
at the factory,” he explained, “I did a
little work here. I ripped out part of
the closet floor, but so’s I could put it

back again and nobody’d ever see what

I done. Then I dug a hole in the
ground,

“Now, pal, I know you wouldn’t lie
to me because I like you, see? And you
like me only maybe you don’t know
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that yet. So I’'m takin’ your word that
the girl is in Philly. But just to make
sure, I'll tie you up and stick you in that
hole I made. If the girl is where you
say she is, I'll be back in a day or two.
But if she ain’t—well, I gotta find her.

“If T had to start really lookin’, I
might not be back for a week or more.
Nobody’d find you in that hole and
maybe you’d starve. It ain’t so nice
dyin’ that way. But here I am shootin’
off my mouth when I know, and you

. know, I'll be back before you look like

a skeleton, because you wouldn’t lie.”

Butch opened the closet door, and
Karl let out a wail.

“No! I make a mistake. She is not in
Philadelphia. I forgot. They are tak-
ing her to an island—it is known as
Green Cove and is two miles off shore.
But if you go after here, they will kill
you, and I will starve. You cannot
leave me here, buried in the ground
where I will never be found.”

Butch drew Karl very close to him
and suddenly hurled the man clear
across the room. He hit the wall,
knocked a picture off a mail and slid to
the floor groaning dismally. Butch
walked over to him, dragged him to his
feet again and waved a mighty fist in
front of his nose.

“You're a sucker for bloody stories,
pal. I ain’t goin’ to bury you, but I
don’t like your puss so I'll change it a
little—before I call in the cops.” /

E used his fist twice and then he

let Karl drop to the floor. He

blew on his knuckles a moment and

then tied his victim up. He stuffed him

in the closet—where there wasn’t a sign

of an excavation—and locked the door
on him. :

Butch sauntered out of the little

house, casually walked over to Karl’s

sedan and got in. He drove straight

to the city, parked and entered the rail-

road station. He squeezed his bulk into
a phone booth and dialed the long dis-
tance operator. He kept watching out
of the booth window for signs of men

i

who might have trailed him. But Butch
was reasonably certain no one sus-
pected him and that none had witnessed
his little act at Karl’s house.

“Hello, Silk,” he said. “Yeah, it’s
me. Listen, they got Carol. Snatched
her right under my nose. Huh? ' Sure
I know where she is. There’s a island
called Green Cove two miles off shore.
They took her there. You tell certain
parties, will you? I’ll meet you on the
island. Who? Me? Nuts, huh? Listen,
maybe you’re smarter’n me, but I ain’t
no slouch when it comes to handling
my dukes and, mister, this job calls for
stuff like that. I said I'd be seein’ you
on the island.”

Butch hung up with a grin. Then he
rubbed his chin. He consulted a phone
book and called the offices of the F.B.I.
in a neighboring city.

“This,” he announced, “is a pal of
Uncle Sam, see? You guys remember
that mess at the Acme plant this after-
noon? Well, the guy that did it is Karl,
a foreman. He is tied up in his house.
Tell him if he don’t talk, a certain guy
will come back and squeeze his leg
some more. And listen—the gateman
is in cahoots with him. So long!”

Butch hung up and had presence of
mind enough to hurry away from the
phone as fast as possible. Even before
he turned the corner three blocks away,
he heard police sirens.

CHAPTER XIV
Island of Danger

AROL awoke with a
splitting headache
and the strange feel-
ing that she was in a
pitching boat. She
opened her eyes and
looked up at a starry
sky. Then she tried
to move, only to find

S that her ankles and

wnsts were securely tied. Someone

came over beside her. A flashlight was
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turned on and her bonds examined. The
man grunted and disappeared again.
But Carol was certain that she was on
some kind of a boat, for each step this
man took made the craft rock from side
to side.

Memory returned and she recalled
the exploding time clock and the hawk-
faced foreman carrying her into the
open. But what else had happened?
Where was Butch?

Carol didn’t have time to give further
thought to him. She felt the bow of
the craft scrape against a rocky beach.
Two men picked her up and carried her
ashore.

They wended their way along a
crooked path between heavily foliaged
trees until they reached a clearing.
There Carol saw her first glimpse of
lights. There was some kind of a house,
a big place, if the reception hall was
any indication. Carol’s captors sat her
down and one of them slit the ropes
around her ankles. He was a red-faced,
straw-haired youth..

“You may walk now, Fraulein.
Later, if you do not disobey, we shall
free your hands as well. You will fol-
low me, please.”

Carol found that walking was rather
difficult for her feet seemed paralyzed
from the ropes that had almost shut off
the blood supply. She was taken to a
small room equipped with a huge, black
leather chair standing in one corner and
a straight-backed, uncomfortable look-
ing chair in the center of the floor. Her
guide indicated that she was to sit down
in the straight-backed chair. He with-
drew after a whispered warning that
she was only to be questioned.

Suddenly the lights went out. Carol
half arose from her chair. A low, whis-
pered voice came from the vicinity of
the leather chair in the corner,

“Don’t move! We mean you no harm
here, Fraulein, if you will cobperate
with us. There is no use to lie for we
know everything. Yesterday, for in-
stance, you visited Colonel Rapport of
the Raritan Arsenal. You took to him

certain plans and photographs. You\

were observed there and -carefully
watched, You were well dressed, ap-
parently had plenty of money. But this
morning you turned up at the Acme
Dye Works, dressed cheaply and look-
ing for a low-paid job. Will you inform
me what division of the United States
Service you are connected with?”

“You've got a lot to learn,” Carol
retorted. “Some of it is going to sur-
prise you. Take that skinny-faced fore-
man spy of yours at the Acme. You
probably think he’s so safetly en-
trenched that he’s immune. I'd hate to
bet much on where he is now.”

Carol tried to penetrate the darkness
for a glimpse at this unknown power
behind the spy ring. She had no doubts
but that this man was the one respon-
sible for everything that had happened
so far. But even the man’s voice gave
no indication as to his identity,

He spoke in that stagy whisper
again. “Bluffing rarely works with me.
Karl will never be suspected and if
there were another counter-espionage
agent in the factory, we should know
about that, too. Our organization, you
see, is much more efficient than any
your government has yet devised. Now
we must get down to business. Why
were you sent to the Acme Dye Works?
Who sent you?”

HE was trying to slide the ropes off
her wrists. If she could only get
her hands free while she was alone with
this man who needed darkness to shield
his face. One good look at him, a quick
dash for help, and she'd clinch the
whole case. She had no idea where she
was and despite the boat trip, it never
occurred to her that this might be an
island. :
“You refuse to answer?” the man in
the darkness snapped. “Very well
There will be plenty of time for later

discussions. We have methods that

usually work. You will be locked up
without food or water until you send
me word that you will tell everything.”

. ¢
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Carol heard the sound of muffled
hands clap twice. The door opened be-
hind her and the straw-haired youth
came in. He helped her up, gave her a
rough push as they went through the
door and led her down narrow, dirty
steps into a cellar. Carol shivered at
the chill that prevaded the place. She
saw a stooped man emerge from the
shadows, take a key from his pocket
and open a thick, wooden door. Carol
was thrust inside and the door slammed
in her face. She stepped back and gave
out with a lusty kick. The only results
of the kick consisted of a cry of pain,
a sore toe and a slight scratch against
a door faced with steel plate.

Carol began walking sideward
through the inky darkness, intent on
measuring the size of her cell. She
banged a shoulder against a wall that
also felt as though it was made of steel.
Finally she all but fell over a low stool
and she sat down on it with a weary
sigh. Her wrists were still tied behind
her and they ached from finger tips to
elbows. There wasn’t even a barred
window in the cell. Only the feel of
silt on the floor.

She concentrated all her thinking
powers on a plan to get free. Her
wrists first, of course. When they
brought her dinner, she’d make them
free her. But—there was going to be
no dinner. No water either, for that
matter. Carol suddenly began to feel
hungry. She forced her thoughts to
other things. If she could hold out long

enough, there would be a chance. Butch’

had suspected that hawk-faced man
named Karl. When Butch missed her,
he’d look up Karl and if the spy refused
to talk, Butch would promptly call in
the Bat!

After a long wait a key scratched on
the outside of the door and finally the
bolt turned. The stooped man came in,
holding a knife in one gnarled hand. He
scowled at her.

“Swine of an American spy,” he
hissed. “If I had my way, you would

be at once killed. However, I am not

the master here. I was ordered to free
your hands. Turn around and do not
move for the knife I hold is sharp and
eager.”

Carol let him cut her arms loose. She
turned around, looked at the stooped
man and had to repress a shudder. He
was an evil looking gneme with long
hair, matted beard and yellow, rotten
teeth. She chafed her wrists for a mo-
ment, then swayed and toppled to the
floor. The guard uttered an exclamation
of surprise and bent closer to peer at
her.

Carol knew it was now or never.
Her right hand had been feverishly
scraping up the dust on the floor. Now
she moved swiftly and flung the hand-
ful of silt squarely into his face.

The stuff struck the guard full in the
eyes. He gave a yell of pain and frus-
tration, made a savage, sweeping lunge
to grab Carol and missed her by more
than a foot. She arose, raised her foot,
removed one of the cheap and rather
heavy shoes and used it in a well aimed
blow. Her guard pitched forward on
his face and lay groaning. Carol ex-
tracted the cell key from his clenched
fingers by using the heel of her shoe
again. Then she backed out of the cell,
locked the door and flung the key into
the furnace.

WHILE she put the shoe back on
her foot, she took in the situa-
tion at a glance. To risk passing
through the upstairs part of the house
was as foolish as it was impracticable.
She headed for the cellar hatch, raised
the hatch cover slightly and made sure
no one observed her exit.

A minute later she was scampering

between the tall, thickly branched trees.
This path took her back to the beach.
There was no escape there. Perhaps in
the opposite direction, she might dis-
cover a highway and help. She skirted
the big house, saw a huge, rifle-aymed
guard slowly pacing a beat and ducked
just in time to avoid being spotted.

Then minutes later she stood on
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another beach, and slowly the full real-
ization came to her that this was an
island, so far off the mainland that no
lights were visible. Swimming back
was out of the question, and how could
anyone hide on a tiny island infested
with a score or more of armed spies?

If mental telepathy really did exist,
then Tony Quinn would come very
soon. But Carol didn’t believe too
strongly in it. Tony Quinn, Butch and
Silk were probably searching every
likely spot where she might have been
taken. Yet how would they ever dis-
cover that she was a prisoner on an
island? Carol sat down on a stump and
felt the full pangs of despair.

Then she heard a shout. It was taken
up at points all about her. She heard
men crashing through the brush. Her
escape had been discovered. Carol
jumped to her feet and plunged into the
brush. There must be a boat some-
where along the water. If she could
manage to reach it, there was a chance.
Someone blundered close by and she
hardly dared to breathe! Men were
talking and shouting, but she didn’t
understand German and derived no
benefit from their words. She did
realize that they were forming a circle
and grimly closing in. Flashlights
parted the darkness and made escape
all the more difficult and doubtful.

She stumbled over a thick branch,
picked it up and in desperation ripped
away the small branches to fashion a
sort of club for herself. One of the
spies blundered close, swept the ray of
his flash in a wide swathe and for an
instant Carol was revealed. The man
gave a lusty shout of triumph and
charged.

Carol ducked to one side and, as the
spy almost grabbed her, brought down
the club. It whacked against his shoul-
der with enough force to make him
drop his gun. Before he could recover
his wits, the club came down once
more. This time Carol aimed better
and she broke the branch in half across
the man’s skull. He slid to the ground

and lay very still, scarcely breathing.

Others were coming in answer to his
shout. Carol seized the fashlight,
masked its lens with her other hand and
allowed only a tiny ray to filter between
her fingers. Using this to sweep the
ground, she found the gun dropped by
the spy. With this heavy weapon in
her little fist she felt considerably
better.

Now she changed her entire tactics.
Instead of running like a hare before
the hounds, she turned back and headed
straight toward the big house. She
reasoned that practically every man
would be hunting for her and that
might leave the spy master alone. No
one had ever found it necessary to
teach Carol resourcefulness. That had
been born and bred into her. The heavy
gun was making her hand tired, but she
clung to it, her small jaws grimly
planted together, her senses attuned for
any sight or sound of a guard.

HE cellar hatchway yawned wide

. open. ~ Probably the spies had
searched the cellar first and used this
door as an exit. She slipped inside.
Reaching the cellar door that led into
the first floor corridor was a simple
task. She turned the knob very slowly,
opened the door a crack and peered out.
Risking everything, Carol began mov-
ing toward the various rooms leading
off the hall.

She heard the sound of measured
strides, as if a man paced the floor
monotonously. Carol pulled back a
drape. In a lighted room she saw-
man, hands clenched behind his back,
head lowered, striding back and forth
as though trying to wear a path in the
rug. Carol slipped up behind him.

“Don’t move or give a signall” she
warned. “Starve me to death, will you?
Not a word! Walk over to that closet
door, open it and step inside! Keep
your hands up!”

The man was white as paper and he
obeyed her orders to the letter without
a word. He backed into the closet.
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Carol knocked a hat off a hook and
kicked it toward him.

“Pick it up,” she ordered.

The man bent down, and Carol
smacked him across the back of the
head with her gun butt. Then she
shoved him inside the closet, closed the
door and locked it. What to do next
was a problem. Then she heard heavy
footsteps. At least three men were
coming into the house by way of the
front door.

Carol ducked behind a big chair that
hid her slim body very well. She al-
most gave a cry or horror when he saw
who was being led into the room.
Butch, his face matted with blood,
marched before two of the scowling
guards. They had guns drilling into
the small of his back.

CHAPTER XV
The Missing Man

ORCED over against
the wall, Butch
O’Leary waited. His
two guards stepped
back with leveled
guns. Suddenly it
came to Butch what
a fool he’d been—
thinking he could in-
vade this island alone

when he should have known there

would be a score of desperate men on
it.

Three minutes after he slipped out of
a dory and waded ashore, they had him.
Now it looked very much like the
finish of everything. These men had
appointed themselves his official execu-
tion squad.

“Drop your guns!” a woman’s voice
ordered crisply. The two spies turned
and gaped, but they let go of their
weapons. Carol stepped from behind
the chair and waved to Butch. His
swollen lips parted in a huge grin. He
hitched up his pants a notch, rubbed

his face with a big hand and then

stepped toward the two spies. His
hands shot out, grabbed each man by
the nape of the neck and brought their
heads together with a crack. Both
spies slumped to the floor.

“Nice goin,” Carol,” Butch grinned.
“Where’s the rest of this mob? They
walloped me with their guns and I feel
like socking a few guys to make up for
it

“Butch—did you come alone?” Carol
asked.

Butch nodded. “Yeah. I had a little
talk with the guy who snatched you.
He told me about this place so I just
moseyed over here. But before I left,
I phoned the party you’re thinking of,
and told him where you was. All we
got to do is hold out until he shows up.”

Carol motioned toward the guns on
the floor. “Take them and don’t be
afraid to use them. These men are
killers, every one. Maybe we can hold
out.”

The stooped, wizened man who had
been appointed Carol’s jailor, suddenly
shuffled by the door and glanced inside.
He gave a leap, a howl of fear, and
raced for the door, calling the others.
Butch surged into the hallway, seized
the man and flung him completely
across the porch.

Guns cracked and bullets whizzed by
Butch’s ear. He ducked, slammed the
door shut and then broke a small win-
dow beside it. He thrust one weapon
through the shattered glass and
squeezed the trigger a few times. The
shooting outside died away miracu-
ulously.

Carol ran to the rear of the house and
took up a stand. . She saw three men
slinking forward, fired just above their
heads and watched them dash for a
safer spot. But Carol wasn’t kidding
herself. She and Butch couldn’t pos-
sibly hold out for very long. Unless
the Bat came promptly, they’d be killed.
Those spies would show little mercy
now.

Dimly she made out the forms of two
more men carefully making their way
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toward the side of the house. They
crouched behind a tree, held guns
ready and were looking for a target.
To shoot in their direction Carol would
have to rush to another side of the
house and leave the rear unguarded.
Butch was busy at the front.

Then Carol saw a dark form sud-
denly sail through the air. It looked
like a giant bat with ribbed wings
spread in a soaring flight. -She saw one
of the men do down and stay there.
The other tried to raise his gun. There
was an explosion and a streak of fire
from beside the object that looked like
a bat. The spy doubled up and his gun
fell from limp fingers.

HE three men at the back of the
house wheeled and raced in the di-
rection of the shot. Carol pumped a
bullet toward them. They paused and
in doing so speiled doom for them-
selves. An avalanche of fury surged
from behind a bush. This man was
smaller than any of his antagonists, but
he fought like a demon. Then the
winged man joined in the fight. Two
minutes later the three spies lay inert.
The slightly built man and the eerie
figure with hood and wings rushed to-
ward the back door. Carol unlocked
it, held it wide, and they catapulted in.
Carol rushed into the Bat’s arms. He
held her close for a moment or two.
Then he signaled Silk to go upstairs
and cover the west side of the house.
Butch wheeled, gave a shout of wel-
come and at the same time issued some
news.

“Say, Boss, these guys have had
enough. No kiddin’. I can see them
running like crazy guys right down to
the water. Want I should go after
’em?l’ #

“Stay with Carol,” the Bat told him.
“Silk, come back down here quickly.”

Silk and the Bat raced out into the
night. They noticed that the men
with whom they had fought were gone
—all but one and he seemed to be dead.
They could hear the others splashing

into the sea. The Bat topped a small
knoll overlooking the ocean and he
gave vent to a gasp of astonishment.
All the spies on the island were swim-
ming madly—straight toward Europe.

“They’re crazy,” Silk panted.
“They’re headed in the ‘wrong direc-
tion.”

“Listen, Silk,” the Bat said and mo-
tioned for silence. He raised the hood
over one ear and his acute hearing de-
tected a soft purring sound and then
the swish of water.

“Silk,” he said slowly, “there’s a sub-
marine out there. That’s what those
men are headed for. Back to the house.

~ They may shell this island. I have a

power launch on the lee side. The wa-
ter between the island and the main-
land is too shallow for a sub to navi-
gate. Step on it!”

The Bat started down the knoll, but
as he did so, the sub’s motors grew
stronger than ever. The Bat peered
straight out into the darkness that cov-
ered the ocean, To his amazingly keen
sight, the darkness parted and revealed
a huge, long distance cruising sub
above the surface with men crawling
over her hull and hurrying toward the
tiny deck. The Bat called to Silk and
stayed there, watching. The turret
hatch slammed shut. The sub moved
out into deeper water and nosed under.

“They’re afraid we’re here in force,”
the Bat told Silk. “They won’t return.
Now let’s find out what Carol has
learned.”

Butch had some highly significant
news. ,

“Gosh, Boss,” he addressed the Bat,
“the cellar is packed to the ceiling with
all kinds of stuff. Food, gasoline, cans
of oil and a lot of clothes. Maybe they
were goin’ to stay here for a couple of
years, huh?”

“Wrong, Butch,” the Bat said. “This
island was being turned into a refuel-
ing base for Nazi subs. I don’t think
they used it before this particular time,
but it’s an ideal spot. Now let’s search
this place thoroughly.”
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YAROL moved toward the closer
door. “I have a surprise for you,
darling. Inside that closet is the ring
leader of this whole business. I caught
him red-handed and I hope I broke his
skull. Telling me I could talk or starve
to death.”

The Bat gasped. “Silk! Butch! Get
out of the room. I don’t want this man
to see you. Carol, he interviewed you
in darkness, I suppose. That means he

hasn’t had a good look at your face,

either. I don’t want anyone to be able
to identify you three later on as aides
of mine. Keep under cover until I
wrap up our friend for delivery.”

The Bat drew his gun, took the key
which Carol handed him and walked
up to the closet door. He turned the
lock open, yanked the door wide and
stepped back.

“Come out of there—and remember
I'll shoot if you so much as turn a hair.”

A man staggered out of the closet,
caressing his skull and groaning. He
straightened up, his mouth opened
wide and his eyes grew round and ter-
ror-filled as he looked at the hooded,
caped figure standing before him. But
his awed look was matched by the Bat
under that hood.

It was Fisk!

“Sit down,” the Bat ordered. “How
did you get here?”

“Who-who are you?” Fisk quavered.
“I've been through so much these last
few days that I think I've gone crazy.
You can’t be real, or is this another one
of your damned tricks?”

“Calm yourself,” the Bat urged.
“Tell me how you got here.”

Something in the quality of the Bat’s
voice inspired Fisk to trust him.

“I saw those two men sitting there
—dead. Dead, I tell you, and nobody
had even been near them! I lost my
head and ran away because I'd received
threats that if I didn’t resign from the
Society Americana, I'd be dead too. So
I ran away. I stoppgd at my bank,

- cashed a check and then came here to

my island.” ‘

“Your island?” the Bat asked in sur-
prise.

“Yes. It's been mine for years. I
built this house on it. I thought I'd be
safe here, but those men must have
been using my island for weeks. I don’t
know who they were, but they took me
prisoner the moment I landed and al-
most killed me. Then a girl put a gun
against my back, forced me into the
closet and hit me over the head. If
much more of this happens, I'll go stark
mad.” : =

“Compose yourself,” the Bat said.
“To ease your mind, I’ll tell you this.
I am the Black Bat! Your island was
taken over by spies and sailors from a
Nazi submarine. They intended to use
it as abase. In your cellar are food and
fuel to supply raiding subs. Now let
me get this straight. Tell me every-
thing that happened from the moment
you arrived at the meeting of the so-
ciety. Lockhart made a statement that
you knew part of what Sloane and Col-
lier were going to reveal. Is that °
true?”

“Yes, I do. But it wasn’t enough. I
don’t know who the leader of the spy
ring was. They just told me what this
fiend had up his sleeve. That’s why I
knew they’d try to kill me next. I,
couldn’t help anybody much, and any-
how Lockhart knows everything that
I do. Didn’t he tell?”

“Lockhart is presumably dead,” the
Bat explained. “Now get on with it
please.”

“Lockhart, too? My God! I met
Lockhart before the rest of the mem-
bers showed up. He told me that after
this meeting we would all be famous
and held as public benefactors. Sloane
and Collier had found out that the spies
are all ready to blow up every muni-
tions and airplane factory in the whole
United States, that battleships will be
sabotaged, merchant shipping blown to
smithereens. Oh—it was awful listen-
ing to them.

“Then Lockhart showed me the
pocket watch he was wearing. First
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time I ever saw him with one. Seems
that Sloane gave it to him—"

“A pocket watch!” the Bat broke in.
“What happened to it?”

ISK heaved a sigh. “At least, I

know that’s safe. Lockhart gave
it to me, told me to guard it with my
life. I still can’t see what a pocket
watch has to do with all this, but I re-
alized from Lockhart’s manner that it
must be very important. So, when I
stopped at the bank to draw some cash,
I also put the watch in my vault.”

“Then you can turn it over to me?”
the Bat asked.

“Why not?” Fisk answered. “All I
have to do is open my vault at the Se-
curity National Bank.”

“Stay here!” the Bat ordered. He
hurried into the corridor and signaled
Carol, Butch and Silk into another
room. v

“Fisk may be telling the truth. All
of you heard his story and he really
- looks as though he’s been through a

lot. Fisk has the mysterious watch
we’ve heard so much about. There are
two power launches beached on the lee-
ward side of the island. You three take
one and return to Burgoyne.

“Silk, you are to disguise yourself
and meet Fisk in front of his bank—
the Security National. I’ll arrange it
so he will turn over the watch to you.
Carol, you helped to break up a vicious
rendezvous that violates all the neu-
trality laws of the country. I’ll notify
the F.B.I. to come out here and take
charge. Now all three of you get away
from here so Fisk can’t ever say he can
recognize any of the Bat’s assistants.

_Leave me the speed-boat. I’'ll have a
look around here before I leave.”

He watched them hurry away into
the darkness and the Bat felt inordi-
nately proud of them. They were as
dependable as time itself.

The Bat looked in at Fisk, saw that
he bad relaxed against the cushions of
a davenport and seemed to be sleeping.
The Bat invaded one room after an-

other, finding only more and more evi-
dence that the island and this house
had been turned into a supply base.
But one room had only a long work-
bench in it. The Bat saw a pile of
bricks on the floor. Every one had been
broken open and the inside gouged out.
There was red brick dust everywhere.
He yanked open drawers, pulled the
contents of supply cabinets onto the
floor and discovered a maze of tools
and several pieces of thick steel.
“Battleship armor plate,” he told
himself grimly. “And a lot of small
holes have been drilled through it,
lengthwise. Why? @ What kind of
devil’s work was turned out here?”
He took along samples, roused Fisk,
and they hurried away from the house.
The fast speed-boat was waiting, and
they raced back toward the mainland.
“Go to a hotel,” the Bat ordered
Fisk. “Register under an assumed
name. Tomorrow exactly at ten
o’clock, go to your bank. Just stand
around and you will be approached by
a man who will identify himself to you
as Mr. Mortimer Cambridge. Give him
the watch and then return to the hotel.
Don’t forget, Fisk—Lockhart is sup-
posed to be dead. Attempts were made
to kill Hugh Brooks and Durrance.
Fouquet was stabbed through the
heart. These spies mean business and
now that we have them on the run,
they’ll be desperate.”

CHAPTER XV1
Mined Walls

EAD tired, Tony
Quinn slept until
noon the next day.
Silk brought early
afternoon papers

bk which contained a

vivid story of how

the Coast Guard had

discovered an island
: i within the lawful
limits of United States waters being

T
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used as a submarine base. Quinn read
the items only briefly for he had some-
thing much more important on his
mind. Silk took a thin pocket watch
out of his vest pocket and handed it to
Quinn. It was the watch over which
more than one man had lost his life.

Tony Quinn made a quick examina-
tion of the time piece and with every
tick of its second hand he grew more
and more puzzled. He checked the
time with an electric clock. The watch
was more than two hours slow,

“I set it, sir, at ten o’clock,” Silk said.
“Did it automatically. I hope noth-
ing’s wrong.”

“You set it at ten o’clock?” Quinn
rubbed his chin in thought. “What
kind of a wvaluable watch loses two
hours every three hours? There'’s
nothing inside that is at all significant,
Silk. Unless you call deliberately fil-
ing away the serial numbers of the
movement. That’s not significant—it’s
foolish, because anyone can bring them
out again. We'll try. Any more of
those mysterious explosions or any
theory as to what caused them?”

“No, sir,” Silk said. “Nothing. 1T
don’t like to remind you, sir, but have
you forgotten that all of us are in con-
siderable danger? Someone entered
the laboratory and destroyed the model
of that factory, you know.”

“I haven’t forgotten,” Quinn said
grimly, “but I'm not as worried about
it as I was before. What we must do
immediately is to trace this watch and
find out what bearing it has on the case,
also just what made Rigby say there
were watches that flew. This one
hasn’t any wings.”

Quinn ate a quick breakfast and for
the time being assumed his role of a
blind man. Not until he was inside his
laboratory, did he drop that pose,
There he carefully placed the watch on
a small stand, turned a powerful light
on it and made an examination of the
scraped surface where the serial num-
bers had been. With a minute piece of
cotton, soaked in a powerful acid, he

carefully cleansed away the marks
made by a sharp chisel.

Slowly the numbers came back. Not
sharply, but enough so that they could
be identified. Quinn called Silk, gave
him a piece of paper bearing the num-
bers and ordered him to proceed to a
safe spot, phone the watch manufac-
turer and find out to what jeweler this
watch had been shipped.

- While Silk was gone, Tony Quinn
occupied his chair before the fireplace,
his cane between his knees as he stared
blankly into space. He could think
best by assuming the pose of a blind
man. He went over all the facts in the
case. Fisk seemed out of it entirely.
Lockhart, his fingerprints strewn all
around, seemed to be the most logical
suspect. It was a clever trick to sub-
stitute a corpse to account for his own
death.

Hugh Brooks seemed to have some-
thing on his mind, too, and Durrance
certainly rated a careful investigation.
The matter of that explosion in the se-
cret lab was gradually becoming clearer
to Quinn. He needed only one piece
of evidence to convince him of the
truth behind the spy ring. And there
wasn’t much time to lose. Still he had
to wait until nightfall, for the Bat op-
erated best in darkness.

Silk returned in a hurry. “This
watch, along with ninety-nine others
exactly like it, was shipped to Leander
the Jeweler. I pretended to be Lieu-
tenant McGrath, sir, and they gave me
all the information I wanted. They re-
membered the case because Leander
called up and wanted that big lot
shipped by special messenger. Looked
like he had orders for the whole bunch
of ’em.”

TONY QUINN arose. “Get the
town car out, Silk. We’re going
for a drive. I want a look at Leander’s
place. I may want to invade it after
hours.”
“Case the joint, eh?” Silk grinned.
Traffic policemen recognized Tony
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Quinn’s car and saluted it even though
they were sure Tony Quinn couldn’t
see them do it. Silk usually waved in
answer. They were stopped for a traf-

fic light at a busy intersection when a

police car, siren screaming, weaved i

and out of traffic. Quinn’s staring ex 1

betrayed no surprise or interest,
they had observed Lieutenant. M-~
Grath riding that cruiser and where
McGrath went, trouble must have ar-
rived only seconds before. Quinn
leaned forward.

“Follow the police car, Silk. Let’s
see what’s going on.”

They soon saw. One obliging patrol-
man let Quinn’s car through the
blocked-off area. Before a jewelry
store bearing a sign, “Leander, The
Jeweler,” was parked McGrath’s car.
While Quinn watched, he saw a
morgue wagon roll up. Silk stopped
right behind McGrath’s cruiser and
when the detective-lieutenant
emerged, he grimaced, walked up to
the town car and put one foot on the
running board.

“Interesting, ain’t it, Mr. Quinn?” he
said. “Ever see a place cleaned out like
that joint was?”

“Im sorry,” Quinn replied softly.
“Youll have to describe what’s hap-
pened. My eyes aren’t at their best
this morning.”

McGrath flushed, scratched his neck
in embarrassment and talked. “This
jewelry store was just stuck up and the
guy who owns it was knocked off.
They put a forty-five slug between his
eyes for no reason at all. The poor
guy was even handing the stuff out of
the safe when they let him have it. Six
masked hoods, but we’ll get a line on
’em soon. They swiped every record of
every sale he’d made in the last couple
of years.”

“Then it should be a simple case,”
Quinn said. “Perhaps Leander was a
fence and those crooks had it in for
him. I hope you laad them, Lieuten-
ant.”

As Silk slowly backed away McGrath

e

added significantly, “I don’t know how
you guess them things, Mr. Quinn, but
Leander was a fence and a high-class
one. He’d buy or sell anything, includ-
ing a guy’s gold teeth, if there was two
cents’ profit for him.”

Quinn leaned back against the cush-

““ions of his car during the ride home.

His agile mind was working at a-mile-
a-minute clip. How had the spy ring
acted so swiftly? How had they real-
ized that the Bat had learned the source
of their mysterious watch? The jew-
eler had been murdered for one reason
—to shut him up. Quinn tapped Silk
on the shoulder.

“I think I'd like a long ride this after-
noon. Know the way to Burgoyne?
That’s the place where I sent Carol and
Butch. I want to look at that factory
just as soon as it’s dark. Then back to
town for a night of hard and dangerous
work. I brought along another set of
pictures you took of that model fac-
tory. Lucky we still had the negatives.
My other equipment is under me. I'm
sitting on it.”

Silk let out a war whoop of laughter.
“And McGrath stood there, two feet
away from the evidence he’s been
wanting for months. Would he be
burned up if he knew it!”

HORTLY after dark, the Bat and

Silk were huddled behind one of
the small outlying supply sheds which
were part of the Acme Dye Works.
The Bat studied the photographs
which Silk had taken, without the aid
of light.

“There was a reason why those tiny
bricks in that model were removable,”
he said softly. “Of course, the model
didn’t have nearly as many bricks as
the factory walls we’re looking at now,
but I have a plan. About two feet from
the ground, along the northwest corner
of the building we ought to discover an
interesting state of affairs. Let’s see.”

They made their stealthy way for-
ward. Ever since the spy ring had
raided the place, more guards had been
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assigned, but they centered their at-
tentions on entrances and exits. The
Bat and Silk were concealed in the
shadows of a corner where there wasn’t
even a window. The Bat picked up a
small stone, gently tapped each brick,
starting from the one nearest the

ground. He kept one ear glued against

the bricks as he tapped them and finally
he gave a satisfied nod.

The Bat used a small piece of steel
to cut carefully into the mortar that
surrounded one brick. At last it slid
out into his hand.

“Take a look at that niche in which
the brick rested,” Quinn said. “Some-
one cut the original brick out of the
wall, very thoroughly cleaned the hole
it made and then slid this other brick
inside. Wait, and you’ll see something
else that will surprise you.”

Silk, hindered by the darkness, could
only see that the Bat carefully rotated
this red clay brick in his hands, holding
it close to his eyes. Then he grunted,
gave a wrench and the brick broke in
half. Something spilled out on the
ground.

“An explosive,” the Bat whispered
to Silk. “This entire factory is mined.
Bricks have been removed from stra-
tegic places and replaced with prepared
bricks containing that formula fifty-
four so that when the explosion comes,
the whole plant will be completely
wrecked. An engineer planned this, a
sapper did the work, and a disciple of
the devil himself originated the idea.
They first made a model of this fac-
tory—as you have seen. Then they
tackled the real thing. Heaven knows
how many more plants are mined in ex-
actly the same way.”

“But how do they set it off?” Silk
asked hoarsely. “If the explosive is
inside of a brick, or inside those thick
chunks of armor plate which you found
on the island, there doesn’t seem to be
any way to make contact with the ex-
plosive.”

The Bat dumped the explosive pow-
der out of the brick, put the two pieces

back together and shoved it into its
place in the wall. Only a careful in-
spection would reveal that it had been
tampered with. He spread the powder
over a considerable area so that in case
in attempt was made, it would burn in-
ead of exploding. He covered it with
rt, then motioned S8ilk to follow.
hey headed toward the small house
where Karl had lived before Butch de-
cided to take a hand in his affairs.

“You asked how they can set off the
explosive,” the Bat said. “I wish I
knew, Silk. However, one fear is gone
out of my mind at any rate. No one in-
vaded our secret laboratory. The spies
knew that if their model of the Acme
plant was examined, their whole
scheme might come to light, The
model was mined just like the original,
as we saw a moment ago.

“The spies must have some kind of a
radio impulse or a ray to which this
particular explosive responds., They
simply toured the town and turned the
ray on every place where the model
might have been hidden. They prob-
ably picked our place because Rigby
had talked to me and they knew I was
a friend of Commissioner Warner,

“Remember how those gasoline sta-
tions and hardware stores blew up?
They happened to fall under the influ-
ence of that ray or impulse. It seems
to have the power of passing through
inert substance and exploding gasoline
and powder. The hardware stores were
hit because the ammunition they car-
ried went off.”

IS valet gave a soft sigh of relief.
“Then nobody knows Tony
Quinn is the Bat. Gosh, I couldn’t
sleep nights thinking we were sunk.
What’s this shack we’re heading for,
sir?”

“Karl Hannemann, the spy, lived here
until Butch turned him over to the
authorities. I want a look at his pos-
sessions. Let’s see what we can do
with the lock.”

“Two minutes’ work, and the Bat had
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the door open. A search had already
been made of the place, but the Bat
looked for one particular object and he
found it—buried beneath a pile of cloth-
ing in a bureau drawer. It was a watch
the replica of the one Fisk had turned
over. It was still ticking, and it ran
almost four hours late. The Bat thrust
the watch into his pocket, spent ten
minutes looking for other evidence and
then gave up.

CHAPTER XVII
Dead Man’s Mansion

ERGING on to ten
o’clock Silk was driv-
-ing his blind master
through the city
street and heading
back toward Quinn’s
residence. He helped
Quinn out of the car
and escorted him to
the door. Silk un-
locked xt turned on lights and they
disappeared within the house. Anyone
who watched would have caught a brief
glimpse of Tony Quinn, cane extended,
making his way across the big living
room. Quinn found his usual chair,
sat down and leaned back, like a man
tired from a long ride.

In reality he was thinking hard. The
Acme Dye plant was menaced. It could
be blasted into complete ruin at the
whim of the unknown spy leader. There
probably several hundred other fac-
tories similarly treated and threatened.
It was no longer enough to capture the
spy leader and round up his gang. The
location of every mined factory must
be obtained. The method by which the
explosion was to be set off became a
matter of vast importance.

Silk drew down the curtains and
Quinn examined the watch he had
taken from Karl’s house. The serial
numbers had been scratched away,
similar to the one Fisk had turned over.
It lost time much too fast to be an

effective timepiece. Posting Silk on
guard near the door in case someone ap-
proached, Quinn went into his labora-
tory.

He dropped the mask. of blindness
completely, thrust a jeweler’s glass into
his eye and held the watch under a
strong light. He noticed that the tiny
screws had been tampered with and the
metal that protected the works had
been gouged. No jeweler would have
done this. The watch Fisk had turned
over had been similarly marked. Quinn
removed the glass from his eye, leaned
back in a chair and frowned. For some
reason both of these watches had been
tampered with and by inexperienced
hands.

He had a set of very small tools and
fell to work, removing the screws from
the watch and revealing its small
springs and gears in motion. Yet noth-
ing seemed to be wrong. Nothing
extraneous was hidden within the
works, there were no messages en-
graved on any part of the shiny sur-
face.

“If these watches do carry some
kind of a message,” he reasoned, “it
must be very brief and engraved in such
small letters that even a jeweler’s glass
won’t detect them. That doesn’t seem
possible. There is something else—
there must be.”

Then he gave a grunt of elation and
attacked the screw holding the main
spring in place.

“If both watches run slow, it’s be-
cause of the spring,” he told himself
grimly. “And the mainspring is the
only possible place on which a rea-
sonably lengthy message could be
written.”

The spring flew out of its position.
Quinn gently disengaged it, pinned one
end on his bench with a weight and
then carefully uncoiled it. His amaz-
ingly acute eyesight noticed faint
scratches on the hard surface of the
spring. He seized the jeweler’s glass,
screwed it into his eye and gave a low,
drawn out whistle as tiny letters be-
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came very distinguishable to him.

They didn’t make sense for they were
in some kind of a complicated code.
Quinn carefully put all parts of the
watch into an envelope and placed this
in his safe. He began removing his
tweeds and getting his black regalia
ready as he called to Silk.

“Stand by,” he ordered. “Have Carol
and Butch ready, too. We've almost
reached the end of our spy trail, Silk.
One or two more details and I’ll have
our man, expose his methods and pre-
vent a holocaust of terror from taking
place.. I don’t believe Lockhart is alive
after all. If he isn’t then I have a clear
idea as to who is behind this.”

“But where are you going, sir?” Silk
asked.

“To the home of Lockhart who is
supposed to be dead. I know a way to
settle that problem right now. Find
the finger print cards which I worked
on. I'll need them.”

OODED and caped, the Black Bat
emerged into the night through
the high, thick hedge. He approached
the Lockhart house very carefully and
crouched to become a part of the night
shadows as two men swung around one
corner of the house. They were prob-
ably members of Joe Allen’s detective
agency, assigned to protect the pro-
perty of a client whose life they had
failed to save.

He waited until they were out of
sight, slipped forward quietly and
tackled one of the windows. He had
it open quickly, hoisted himself to the
sill and swung into the big living room.
He closed and locked the window after
him. His eyes penetrated the darkness
easily and he knew exactly what he was
looking for.

His crepe-soled shoes allowed him
to cross the room without making a

_sound. He studied the wall intently.
Even in the darkness he could see that
one small area of wall just below a
molding seemed smudged. This was
in contrast to the rest of the house

which was kept very immaculate.

The Bat’s fingers passed lightly over
that section of wall slipped beneath the
paneling and discovered that one small
section of the wood gave way under
pressure. There was a click and a panel
slid back to reveal a concealed wall
safe. He scanned the surface of the
safe and saw myriad scratches in the
hard steel. There were several smudges
on it, too. He removed a compact
finger print outfit from beneath his
cloak, turned the muzzle of a small
billows on the safe and sprayed a pow-
der on it. The smudges became clearly
outlined finger prints.

He studied these prints and com-
pared them with the impressions he had
taken from other sources in this same
house. They matched! There was no
similarity between these prints and the
ones taken from the fingers of the dead
man at the morgue, identified as Lock-
hart,

The Bat’s face was grim beneath his
hood. He made certain that his presence
in the house was still unknown to the
guards outside and anyone who might
be within. Then he pressed an ear
against the safe door, removed the silk
glove from one hand and gently
touched the dial with his finger tips.
The combination of his abnormally.
acute hearing and the sensitiveness of
his fingers that months of blindness had
brought on, worked beautifully.

In ten minutes the safe door swung
open. He hastily wiped the door of the
safe until all possibility of leaving his
own prints had been removed. Both
hands gloved again, he peered into the
circular, steel-lined vault. There was a
metal box resting on a small shelf. He
removed this carefully, touching only
the corners of it. Again he used the
tiny billows to spray powder on the
dark surface of this steel box. More
finger prints came out clearly.

The Bat hardly dared to breathe as
he began checking these. First he com-
pared them with the prints he had tak-
en from Lockhart’s chromium-plated
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carafe, his silver-backed brushes and
various bottles from his medicine cab-
inet. The prints did not compare. Next
he checked them with the finger prints
taken from the dead man in the morgue.
They checked, and instantly the whole
thing clicked in the Bat’s mind.

He put the metal box back into the
safe, closed the door and spun the com-
bination. He slid the panel back in
place, mopped up traces of finger print

_powder that had fallen to the floor and
then looked around for an exit.

UDDENLY a challenging voice
sent him scurrying for cover.
Someone was on the front porch. Joe
Allen’s private detective guards were
probably denying the visitor admission.
Then Lieutenant McGrath’s voice rose
in anger. .

“You've seen my badge. You punks
ought to know mesby sight, anyhow.
I’'m going into that house without a
search warrant and you birds won’t
stop me. I have a job to do and it’s
going to be done. Now get out of my
way before I call the wagon and have
the whole bunch of you thrown in the
can.”

The front door opened, lights clicked
on and there three men stepped into the
hall. Behind them came two of Joe
Allen’s burly detectives. McGrath
turned, put the heel of his palm against
the chest of the foremiost private dick
and pushed him out of the house with
his companion. He closed the door and
locked it.

From a corner of the still darkened
living room, the Bat watched McGrath
give orders to a slim young man who
carried a fingerprint outfit. The third
man was Igoe, of the F. B. I.

“I’m not satisfied that Lockhart is
dead,” growled McGrath. “Why? Be-
cause the Black Bat came to the morgue
for a very good reason. ‘The only thing
I can figure out is he wanted the finger-
prints of the corpse. If he thinks may-
be that corpse isn’t Lockhart’s body, 1
think the same thing. Dolan, look

around and get samples of all the prints
you can find.” _

The fingerprint man scurried up-
stairs. McGrath slumped into a chair,
shoved his hat to the back of his head
and scowled.

“You know, Mr. Igoe, this whole case
has me buffaloed. I don’t know what
to make of it. Fisk is missing. Dur-
rance’s house got blown apart and he’s
gone. Somebody drove a knife through
Fouquet’s heart. Looks to me as
though every member of the Society
Americana is headed for the grave, if
they’re not there already. I wonder
what the Black Bat knows about this
mess. Sometimes I like that guy, but
one day I'm putting him where he be-
longs. I wonder why Dolan hasn’t
made any noise upstairs?”

Igoe walked to the bottom of the
steps and peered up.

“Dolan?” he called. “Dolan are you -
all right?”

No answer. Igoe gave an exclama-
tion and rushed up the stairs. For a
moment he was lost in the darkness.
Then McGrath heard a gentle sigh, a
crash, and Igoe came rolling down the
steps to sprawl unconscious on the
landing. There was a huge, rapidly
swelling lump on the side of his head
and blood ozzed out to mat the hair.

McGrath yanked a gun out of a hip
holster, drew a flashlight with the other
hand and turned the beam up the stair-
case. There was no sign of anyone. He
crept up the stairs, gun extended, finger
white against the trigger. At the top
he hesitated, torn between two direc-
tions, both dark and none too inviting.
He decided to turn left.

As he came around the corner and in-
to the corridor that ran length-wise
across the upstairs part of the house,
a hand swept out of the darkness,.
crashed against McGrath’s left arm
and sent the flashlight rolling across the
floor. Its beam flickered in all directions
for the switch stayed on. There was a
shot from one of the rooms and the
flashlight went out with a clatter of

st



THE BLACK BAT'S SPY TRAIL 8t

-shattered metal and glass.

McGrath fired three times straight
into that room, but drew no cry of pain.
He was sweating profusely as he knew
this was probably the most dangerous
spot he’d ever been in. To make mat-
ters all the worse he didn’t stand a
chance of summoning help. To retreat
now, even hunt for a telephone, was to
give these gunmen the opportunity
they sought to shoot him down.

MC GRATH set his back against
the wall and kept staring down
the corridor. But he couldn’t watch
both ends of the hallway at the same
time. There were two forms slinking
toward him, edging their way along the
wall with guns half-raised and ready to
throw lead. The foremost of the two
signaled his companion that he could
handle things. He crooked his elbow,
supported the gun across that arm and
took careful aim, getting McGrath’s
head squarely in the sights,

McGrath heard the killer’s hoarse
breathing and started to turn around.
There was a single shot, but not from
the killer. It came from somewhere
downstairs. An expert marksman had
fired straight through inky darkness to
find a perfect target. The killer stared
at his bleeding, numbed hand as his
gun clattered to the floor.

“Reach!” McGrath rasped.

Then there were footsteps behind
him. He was trapped now. A gun butt
swished by his head as he ducked. But
the blow landed against his right shoul-
der with almost bone-shattering force.
McGrath groaned. The next blow
would get him on the head and that
would be the end of all things.

Then McGrath saw an amazing thing
happen. A form moved through the
darkness, leaped, and to McGrath’s
astounded senses the figure seemed to
be that of a huge bird. He heard the
sound of a very human fist striking
against a jaw bone. He saw one of the
attackers go down to stay.

. McGrath gave a yelp of delight, club-

bed his pistol and sailed into the fight
himself. Two minutes later a door
slammed downstairs. McGrath wiped
sweat off his face and turned around.

“I'm grateful, Bat,” he said. “Don’t
think I’m not. Those birds would have
polished me off in about one more
minute.”

“They may do it yet,” the Bat whisp-
ered. “Dolan, your fingerprint man, is
dead. I found his body in one of the
bedrooms. We’ve got to find out what
he saw that made his death so neces-
sary. Igoe is unconscious, but he’ll
live—if they didn’t kill him on their
way out.”

McGrath tried to turn on the light
switch in the hall, but there was no
response,

“I blew the fuses,” the Bat explained.
“Stay close to me and I'll lead the way.
We'll search the room were Dolan was
murdered.” .

McGrath laughed softly, but there
was no mirth in it. “Funny—I'm hold-
ing a gun in my hand and I could drill
you right through the back if I wanted.
For month’s I’'ve been waiting for a
chance like this and now that it’s come,
I can’t take advantage of it. Let’s get
going.”

DOLAN lay in a crumpled heap on
the floor. He has been appar-
ently struck over the head and then
stabbed. McGrath knelt beside him and
felt in vain for a pulse beat. The Bat
stood near an open window. Suddenly
he leaned out of it and picked up a
small white object from the slanted
roof outside. As he drew back, a gun
cracked somewhere in the darkness be-

low. The bullet smacked against the .
the window sill and the Bat hastily.

ducked out of the way.

“They’re still down there,” he told
McGrath, “so if we intend to get out
of here, we’ll need help. That’s rather
embarrassing for me because you can’t
very well get out of putting the cuffs
on my wrists if your men appear.”

“Never mind that,” McGrath grow-
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led. “What did you lean out of the
window and risk your life for?”

The Bat stepped close to McGrath.
“You can’t see it, but I hold a single
feather in my hand. It’s mottled, brown
and white. This, McGrath, tells me a
complete and interesting story. Now
get downstairs and phone. I'll take
my chances on running a blockade of
police.”

“But we don’t know why Dolan was
killed yet,” McGrath protested. “Be-
fore a bunch of flatfeet run all over the
place, we ought to look for clues.”

McGrath felt a firm hand close over
one wrist and he was pulled in the di-
rection of the hallway. “I know why,
Mac. Those spies may also realize that
I guessed their secret and if so, they’ll
storm this place until both of us are
dead. I guarantee that. Get on the
phone before they think of cutting the
wire.”

McGrath allowed the Bat to lead him
down the steps. They crossed the re-
ception hall and headed toward a study
where there was a phone. Suddenly a
barrage of guns let go outside. Voices
were raised, and feet pounded on the
porch.

CHAPTER XVIII
The Bat Vanishes

APIDLY a familiar
voice shouted. “Lieu-
tenant, let me in. It’s
Joe Allen. Quick!
There’s a small army
of killers loose on
this estate.”

McGrath sprang to
the door, unlocked it
and Joe Allen came

barging into the hall. There were four
men with him, all with drawn guns in
their hands. McGrath tried to close the
door. From the darkness outside came
flashes of fire. Someone had a sub-
machine gun and was sending a hail of
death straight into the hallway.

The Bat, who had drawn away to-
ward the stairs when the shooting be-
gan, felt a slug whistle by his head. He
dodged to one side and headed for the
dining-room door. As he swept through
it, three burly forms leaped at him.
While the machine-gunner had kept the
occupants of the house busy at the
front door, other gunmen had broken
in at the rear.

McGrath managed to slam the front
door shut and throw the latch. He
swerved around, saw the three men
diving for the Bat and he started shoot-
ing. At the same moment the Bat’s gun
roared. One of the attackers went
down on his knees and stayed there a
moment before he plunged face for-
ward on the floor.

Another, already launched in a flying
dive toward the Bat, couldn’t check his
rush and although the Bat jumped aside
with amazing speed, one of the attac-
ker's arms curled around the Bat’s leg.
Both of them hit the floor with a thump
that shook the house.

The third killer gave a shout of ela-
tion, calling upon his cohort to move
aside so he could put a bullet into this
fantastic creature whose life seemed to
be charmed.

Impeded by the darkness, McGrath
had to fire blindly. The third killer
danced back a few steps, still concen-
trating his attention on the Bat. He
also had difficulty in distinguishing
friend from foe. He saw a form arise
from the floor. It was a man with what
seemed to be wings for arms. The spy
deliberately pumped three slugs into
the form. It hurled sideward and then
collapsed.

McGrath saw and uttered a shout of
rage. All his hatred for the Bat was
gone now. He charged across the room.

- The escaping spy seemed to know his

way around for he dodged into the
kitchen and pushed a chair directly in
front of the doorway. McGrath trip-
ped over it to fall heavily, breaking the
chair to pieces. He floundered around,
regained his feet and staggered on to-
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ward the rear door. Two of Allen’s
men were circling the house. Both had
flashlights. He hailed them.

“Lend me one of your lights,” Mc-
Grath ordered. “Then stand guard at
this door. Where’s Allen?”

“Looking for the gang of spies,” the
operative reported. “That’s what we’re
all doing. And the cops are on the way,
Lieutenant. I can hear the sirens.”

McGrath grunted, snapped on the
flash and made his way back into the
dining room. He knew what he’d find
—the body of the Black Bat. McGrath
was positive that he had seen the eerie,
winged form of his troublesome enemy
arise from the floor only to be pumped
full of bullets.

“Whoever he is,” McGrath' said
grimly, “I'll hide him if he isn’t dead.
I owe him that much.”

He slowly turned the ray of the light
toward the spot where the Bat had
dropped, and then he stared. There was
no one there, not even the spy with
whom the Bat had been fighting. There
was some blood—drops of it leading to
an open window. McGrath was cer-
tain that window hadn’t been open a
moment ago. The Bat’s body had com-
pletely vanished! :

'BRAKES screeched outside. A
veritable horde of uniformed
police poured into the house. Joe Allen
with five of his men, pushed his way
through the crowded hallway to Mc-
Grath’s side.

“What the devil happened?” he
asked. “I had four men posted here on
special duty to guard Lockhart’s estate.
One of ’em phoned that you had in-
sisted on going in. While he talked to
me on the phone, he heard shooting so
I came down with all the men I had
handy.” ~

“I don’t know what happened,” Mc-
Grath growled. “Dolan, one of the men
. from the fingerprint department was
 murdered. Igoe, a G-man, was knocked
on the head. Better get a doctor for
him. Looks like we stumbled into

83

something big, but so far I have no idea
what it was.” ;

“I have,” Joe Allen said curtly. “You
came here to look for fingerprints. You
wanted to compare them with those of
the body at the morgue. You needn’t
bother to look further, Lieutenant.
That stiff is not Lockhart. I've thought
he was alive all along. He made fools
out of all of us, especially me. Throw
a dragnet out for him, McGrath. I'll
put every one of my men to work find-
ing him, too.”

McGrath nodded. “So you checked
fingerprints, too, huh? Okay, Joe, I'll
take your word for it that Lockhart’s
body isn’t in the morgue. All of you
mugs get out of here so I can search the
joint? Somebody go down cellar and
get the lights going. Send for the cor-
oner and the morgue wagon. We'll
sweep this estate from one end to the
other. Look for footprints, blood stains,
and listen—every one of you—if you
find anyone dead, don’t touch him,
understand? Call me first. That’s all.”

McGrath turned away. He saw
something white on the floor and picked
it up. Joe Allen moved away to give
him more room, and McGrath straight-
ened with a feather in his hand.

“The Black Bat found this on the
roof,” he said half-aloud. “He said he
knew what it meant, but—wait! He
also said the feather he found was white
and brown. This one is all white.”

Joe Allen examined the feather.
“Looks to me as though it might be a
pigeon feather. What did the Bat
mean by saying he knew what the
feather signified?”

McGrath shook his head slowly. “I
don’t think we’ll ever know, Joe. Isaw
one of those gunmen pump three slugs
into him. I even heard the bullets
smash into his flesh. There’s a pool of
blood on the floor where he fell.”

“But where is the body?” Allen de-
manded. :

McGrath shrugged. “I always had
an idea the Bat worked with someone.
His helper must have dragged him
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away to prevent us from stripping the
mask off his face. Funny, isn’t it, Joe,
how you set your heart on doing some-
thing and then, when it’s finished, you
wish you’d never thought of it. That’s
how 1 feel about the Bat. He led me
a merry chase, outwitted me a dozen
times, and got me so mad I could have
blazed away at him myself. Sure, he
committed crimes on which a court
would have had to convict him, but
just the same the Bat worked on the
right side.”

OE ALLEN nodded somberly. “I
never had anything against him.
Look here, Mac—we’re in this thing
over our heads. I was paid a fancy fee
to protect the members of the Society
Americana. I fell down on the job—
bad. I wasn’t ordered to put my men
on duty around this house, I did it of
my own accord, hoping I might trap
someone. A few hours ago I went
through this house with a dozen men
helping me. We checked every damned
spot where Lockhart might have left
his prints.

“We found plenty of ’em, and none
tally with the dead man’s. Therefore
Lockhart’s whereabouts is our mnext
move. He’s alive. The body in the
morgue is a substitute. You send out
an alarm for him and so will I. I'm
connected with a national organization
of private detective agencies. I'll flash
each member outfit a full description
and put them to work. If I'm to save
my own reputation, I’ve got to uncover
the mugs who murdered my clients,
Are you with me?”

McGrath silently shook hands with
Allen and they left the house together.

CHAPTER XIX
The Bat Strikes

ATHERED in aroom
in another section of
the city thirty men
were speaking in
whispers. Suddenly
someone snapped an
order. Themen
straightened up and
extended their right

] hands in a salute. A

lone figure walked in from the door-

way, stood behind a desk and answered
the salute.

Then he spoke and every word
dripped venom and hate.

“The day has come,” he began. “We
are prepared to strike and strike hard.
The enemies of our Fatherland shall
no longer obtain arms, ammunition, air-
planes and tanks from the United
States. With one blow we shall stop
that and simultaneously bring the gov-
ernment of the United States to its
knees before us. Eighty places are
mined ; twenty-one warships, from sub-
marines to capital class battleships, are
ready to be sunk.

“Our men, all over the country,
stand ready to strike. And luck is with -
us. The only man whom we feared was
the Black Bat. I announce with con-
siderable pleasure that he is now dead.
The man who killed him is our own
comrade, Schlenk, who will be properly
rewarded at the right time.”

The leader of the band stopped while
his men growled gratified oaths. Then
he held up his hand for silence again.

“There are just two more tasks
which must be done at once. The
arsenal, which all of you know is al-
ready mined, is to be blown up to give
these fools a taste of our power. Franz,
that shall be your glory. Alone,
equipped with one of our proton guns,
you will ride close to the arsenal. Be
sure you are not challenged by any sen-
tries. The place is loaded to the roof
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with munitions. It will make a glori-
ous explosion.”

The man called Franz stepped out
and drew himself erect. He bowed,
clicked his heels and wheeled toward
the door. Then he was gone on his
errand of death and destruction.

The spy leader continued.

“Von Dahlke, you are appointed to
handle the other task. There is this
Fisk, who may know too much. He is
staying at the Hotel Harvey on the
eighteenth floor. There is a fire escape
by his window. It would not be well
if he lived to see the dawn.”

Von Dahlke stepped forward and ren-
dered homage. Then he, too, was gone.
The spy leader smiled broadly, thrust
a cigarette between his thin lips and
sat down. His men silently filed out.
Before the spy leader’s gaze, the
further wall became a vivid picture.

He was in the center of it, giving
orders, acknowledging the salutes of
fools who thought they could outwit
him. There would be a few death sen-
tences too—all in good time. Within
three hours it would be daylight and
such a dawn the United States would
never see again. Franz was already
nearing the arsenal, the blowing up of
which would start the series of terrific
explosions.

UT Franz, as he drove a cheap se-

dan out of the city, was far from
being a brave man. Like all men of
his particular character he was stolid
and without much imagination, but to-
night something seemed definitely
wrong. He could almost sense the pres-
ence of someone nearby, somebody who
meant him no good. He shivered,
hunched over the wheel and pushed
his foot down on the gas pedal. The
sooner this was over with, the better.
Then an arm draped in black sud-
denly curled around his throat. An-
other hand grasped the wheel and
turned the car off the road into a lane,
Franz gurgled, his eyes rolling in ter-
ror. In the soft glow of the instrument

panel light he saw a dreaded figure—
the black hooded image of the man
known as the Black Bat. The spy mas-
ter had been mistaken. The Black Bat
was not dead.

The car stopped with a jolt, but that
circling arm remained tight. Franz
tried to reach for a gun under his coat,
but the black gloved hand beat him to
it. Franz made a frantic, squirming
wriggle out of that choking embrace.
He had the car door open in a flash,
grabbed up the square, heavy box that
reposed on the seat beside him, and
leaped out. He was close enough to
the arensal for the rays of this machine
to do their work. Franz began running
madly across the uneven pasture land
to escape his Nemesis.

But behind him came the Bat—the
hugest form Franz had ever seen in his
life. Franz didn’t know it, but this
eerie figure was Butch in the Bat’s re-
galia. The winged cape seemed to ren-
der the Bat capable of actual flight for
he gained on Franz with an astounding
speed. Franz gave a whimpering cry
of terror. A huge hand came down to
close around his throat. He suddenly
discovered that his legs were still run-
ning madly, but they kicked through
thin air for he was being held aloft.
That was too much. Franz screamed
and let go of the square box. His eyes
glazed and he passed out.

AT approximately this same moment
Von Dahlke was crawling across
the roof of the Hotel Harvey. He lo-
cated the fire escape, peered over the
edge and then crept down it silently.
Locating the room in which Fisk lived
was easy.

Von Dahlke found the window open
about an inch. He drew a gun, thumbed
off the safety and prepared to shoot if
his victim was aroused from sleep. As
he slipped into the room, he smiled
confidently. A man lay beneath the
covers of the bed and he seemed to be
fast asleep.

Von Dahlke put his gun away, re-
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moved a knife from a scabbard under
his arm and decided to taunt his vic-
tim a bit. The loss of Fisk’s island as
a secret submarine base had been a
serious blow, and Fisk probably had
something to do with it. Better to
let him know why he was being killed.

Von Dahlke seized the bed covers and
yanked them off. At the same time he
raised his knife to aim the point at his
victim’s throat. But somehow the hand
gripping the blade became frozen. As
the bed clothes came away, a black-
clad, black-hooded man suddenly sat
up and there was a very businesslike
automatic in his fist. This was Tony
Quinn, the real Black Bat.

“Gott im Himmel!” Von Dahlke
screamed. “The Black Bat! But he
is dead! It cannot be.”

Von Dahlke didn’t try to use the
knife. He realized just how close he
was to death at this moment. At a
gesture from the gun he backed toward
the wall and raised his shaking arms
so high that they ached in their
sockets. The black-clad figure swung
two very earthly and substantial legs
off the bed, arose and calmly stowed
the gun into a holster beneath the
ribbed cape. Von Dahlke gaped at this
action and decided to take a chance.
He reached for his gun and actually
managed to touch the butt with his
fingertips before a terrific right hook
slugged him on the point of the jaw.
His head was violently thrown back,
hit the wall and bobbed forward again
only to meet that terrible fist once
more. The killer-spy slumped to the
floor without a sound.

The Bat hoisted Von Dahlke to one
shoulder, peered out of the window and
then climbed to the fire escape. He
slipped down it, unobserved, threw his
limp burden into a car that was parked
and ready in the courtyard behind the
hotel and drove off.

IEUTENANT McGRATH left
Headquarters long after midnight.
He was tired and uneasy. The breaks

had been against him tonight. The
death of the Black Bat depressed him
more than anything else. He suddenly
realized that with the Bat gone, a cer-
tain zest was simultaneously gone from
his job.

As he walked along the quiet, subur-
ban neighborhood toward his home,
McGrath wondered if Tony Quinn
would mysteriously vanish, or would
Quinn be simply listed as having died
a natural death? That is—McGrath
puckered his lips thoughtfuly—if Tony
Quinn was the Bat.

At least McGrath would be sure of
that point finally.

Again he visualized the grisly mo-
ment when the spy had fired point-
blank at the body of the man whose
cape was flung out like the wings of a
gigantic bird. If the Bat had lived
through the impact of those three
slugs he was no mortal man, and Mc-
Grath didn’t believe in ghosts nor in
any brand of super-men. The Bat was
dead and that was all there was to it.

McGrath swung through the gate
and stepped lightly up the path to his
front door. Suddenly he stopped as
though an invisible wall barred his
way. His jaw dropped, his eyes grew
round with amazement. There were
two men seated on the steps of his
front porch.

One rested limply against one ban-
nister post, his whole face swollen out
of shape. The other lolled against the
opposite post. Something had slammed
with considerable force against his
nose for it was bent in an absurd man-
ner. One eye was cqmpletely closed
and the other rapxdly nearing the same
concﬁtxon Each:man was handcuffed
to the porch, and¥each man wore the
image of a bat pasted on his forehead
just above the eyes! Franz and Von
Dahlke.

Then McGrath took a closer look at
the two men. He stepped up to them,
opened their coats wide and muttered
some rather uncomplimentary terms

about his own stupidity. A private de-

¥
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tective badge gleamed on the vest of
each prisoner.

McGrath rushed into the house,
grabbed the phone and called Commis-
sioner Warner. Then he phoned
Michael Igoe, learned that the local
head of the F.B.I. suffered nothing
more than a violent headache which
some interesting news would quickly
cure.

Without awakening his wife, Mc-
Grath extracted a fresh service pistol
from a buffet drawer, thrust it into his
pocket and took out his bunch of keys
as he left the house. Two minutes
after he had both men unhooked from
the porch, a squad car drove up and the
prisoners were thrown into the back of

it

CHAPTER XX
The Image on the Wall

AWNING, Joe Allen
opened the door of
his home, rubbed his
eyessleepily and
started at the trio
who faced him.

‘‘Commissioner
Warner! McGrath—
and Igoe!” Allen ex-

: ; claimed, snapping
awake. “Come in! What'’s up?”
“Plenty,” Warner said. “We need
your help. If necessary, I'll even swear
you in as a special officer. How much
do you know about the men who belong

to your organization, Allen?”

Allen shrugged. “As much as any
employer who keeps about fifty people
on his payroll, I guess. Some of the
boys aren’t the highest type mentally.
They’re hard-boiled, drink a lot I sup-
pose, and they’re always broke. Why?”

“Because two of them are now under
arrest charged with being members of
this spy ring,” Warner grunted. “Let’s
go inside and have this out. Good
heavens, man—you’ve been in danger
every single moment while fighting
this bunch of saboteurs.”

Joe Allen sank weakly into a chair.
He gulped, reached for a cigarette and
forgot to light it.

“They haven’t admitted their guilt,
naturally,” Warner went on, “but we
did some pretty rapid checking. They
live under good American names, but
their fingerprints show they are alien
Germans, Franz Braun and Josef Von
Dahlke, wanted by the Department of
Labor for deportation. They have bad
records indicating that they have been
engaged in espionage work for years.”

“Maybe,” Allen said finally, reaching
for the telephone, “I better do some big
checking up. Look, Commissioner, I
run my own outfit here, but I’'m con-
nected with a nation-wide hookup of
other agencies. Some of my boys were
transferred from other points and were
recommended by these out of town
agencies. I'd better get in touch with
each manager and have him look into
the situation. How about it?”
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Warner waved his hand. “Of course.
That’s why we came—to get your co-
Operation. You’re not going to sit

there and phone each one though, are

you?”

Allen picked up the telephone and
grinned. “No. All I have to do is call
the telegraph office. They have a list

- on hand and they’ll dispatch prepared

wires to each man telling him to con-
tact me at once. Let them spend the
dough for cross-country calls.”

Allen dialed the telegraph office.
“This,” he said, “is Peter Ehrmann.
You will dispatch the prepared wires
immediately. Thank you.”

“Why the phony name?” Lieutenant
McGrath asked promptly.

Allen shrugged. “I’ve had a feeling
that I have been observed all through
this case. So I used that name to
throw any spies off the trail, Now let’s
plan some method of action. I’'m open
to any suggestion, gentlemen.”

“If only the Bat were here,” Warner
said slowly. “You know, Allen, I defi-
nitely do not believe in ghosts, but if
the Bat ever had any spiritual qualities
after death, I’'m sure he’d be here.
Sheer nonsense, of course. I—what’s
wrong, Allen?”

Allen was crouched far back in his
chair. His eyes were bulging, his nos-
trils flared out and he bared his teeth
in a grimace of horror. His cigarette
fell to the floor.

Warner, Igoe and McGrath whirled
in the direction in which the private
detective was staring.

TCHED against the farther wall,
like the work of a clever sil-
houette artist, was the image of a bat.

A huge bat—as though the shadow had

been cast through an enlarging lens.
Allen suddenly came out of the chair
in a beastlike spring. He reached for
the pocket of his lounging robe, but as
he passed by McGrath, the leutenant
stuck out a foot. Allen tripped over it,

fell heavily and McGrath kicked the

gun out of his grasp.

“Thank you, Lieutenant,” the Bat’s
voice came from the other end of the
room. Curtains fluttered and the Black
Bat stepped out. He held a gun, but
its muzzle slanted downward.

McGrath gave a grunt of disgust. “I
might have known bullets wouldn’t
hurt you. Here I've been cursing my-
self for letting you get shot, even prais-
ing you in my mind. Well, you saved
my life and I'm grateful. How did you
save your own?”

The Bat chuckled softly. “The man
you saw arise, with the cape over him,
was the spy with whom I was fighting.
I tried to twist my cape around his
neck, but he jerked free and his pal shot
him by mistake. I simply dragged the
man away to give the impression that
I was dead. I figured Joe Allen would
begin his work in earnest then,”

Commissioner Warner reached down
and jerked Allen into a sitting position.

“So it is Allen. I wasn’t sure be-
cause we had no evidence. If you say
so, Bat, it’s enough for me.”

“He’s the spy leader,” the Bat said.

“And he had one of the most perfect

setups for espionage work I've ever
seen. His agents were all well Amer-
icanized in speech and mannerisms.
They were all licensed private detec-
tives who could go almost anywhere
under the protection of their badges.
He had a nation-wide organization and
he communicated with them by means
of carrier pigeons. I found evidence in
the shape of feathers at Lockhart’s
home. They were bold enough to use
the house of a dead man as a meeting
place.”

“So Allen dropped the white feather
I picked up,” said McGrath. “I thought
so. Then Lockhart is really dead?”

The Bat nodded. “That is his body
at the morgue, To throw everyone off
balance Allen had his men wipe away
all fingerprints in Lockhart’s home and

\ substitute the prints of one of his own

men. That same spy left the identical
prints in a hideout where I found them.

Until a short time ago I was sure that

W
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Lockhart was still alive and very possi-
bly the spy leader. But I began to put
things together,

“The case began with the deaths of
Sloane and Collier. We know exactly
how they were murdered. However,
someone inserted those hypodermics
into the back of their necks after they
were dead. Only two men actually
touched the bodies. Lockhart did,
when he went to see if they were really
dead. Then Joe Allen rushed in and
handled the bodies. Now if I could
prove that Lockhart really was dead,
he certainly could not be the spy leader
and that left—Joe Allen.”

“How did you find out?” Michael
Igoe wanted to know.

“I looked for something which the
spies might not have wiped clean of
Lockhart’s prints. There was a wall
safe which they hadn’t been able to
open. I opened it and found Lockhart’s
prints on a metal box inside. That con-
vinced me.”

Warner swung around to face Allen.

“Well,” he asked, “Have you any-
thing to say about all this?”

LLEN smiled thinly and

shrugged. “It’s all foolishness.
How do you even know that this
hooded man really is the Bat? Maybe
he’s the spy leader giving you a lot of
hooey to stall things. I tell you, Com-
missioner, something big is in the air.
This man, in my opinion, is merely
holding you all up while his spies get
in their dirty work. I'm not respon-
sible if anything happns. Keep that in
mind.”

There was a soft laugh from the Bat.
“If anything happens, Allen, I'll be
greatly surprised. This house has been
wired ever since I suspected you. I
have recordings of your voice giving
those spies orders to destroy the ar-
senal and kill Fisk. That’s how they
were circumvented and picked up.

“You were going to take care of
Hugh Brooks and Durrance, too, like
you took care of Fouquet. They were

all dangerous men to your -cause,
spending vast sums to run down men
like you. I needed only one thing te-
night—the evidence which would en-
abled me to secure the names and ad-
dresses of your far-flung spy organiza-
tion, those equipped with the proton
beam machines which would set off the
mined buildings.

“You kindly furnished that when
you phoned the telegraph office and
gave them your false name. By now
they have turned over to the F.B.I. the
names and addresses to which those
wires would have been sent. Before
many hours are up, those men will have
visitors they won’t enjoy.”

Allen slumped even lower in the
chair and his eyes gleamed in mad
hatred. The Bat looked down at him.

“Collier, Sloane or Rigby somehow
gained possession of one of those
watches. I suppose they overheard
some of your men talking and they got
the impression that the watches were
being flown around the country by
pigeon. I’'ve discovered your true
method of shipping them. You simply
mailed each of your lieutenants a
watch, minus the main spring.

“You told each one simply to lay the
watch aside until the main spring ar-
rived. It was to be inserted according
to the instructions you furnished. On
each main spring, however, was en-
graved in code the instructions this
particular lieutenant was to carry out
when Der Tag came. Your coded
wires, which have just been inter-
cepted, give your lieutenants the key
words to break down the code written
on the springs.

“In that manner only you knew all
of the places that were mined. If your
lieutenants stumbled and were cap-
tured, they could give no important in-
formation because they knew none.
The proton machines you use emanate
a detonator ray which explodes all
munitions and gasoline in its path. It
can pentrate walls because it has X-ray
qualities.




“This device has not yet been pet-
fected and I hope it never will be. Now
its scope cannot be well controlled.
That is why, when you went searching
for the stolen factory model, you blew
up stocks of munitions in hardware
stores and supplies of gasoline at fuel
stations. Each of your lieutenants was
provided with one of these devices, but
they will all be in the hands of G-men
before tomorrow noon.”

McGrath shook his head from side
toside. “You get it all, Bat. I suppose
Allen’s guards, posted at the doorway
of the Society Americana, killed Lock-
hart, bashed in his face and flung him
out of the window.”

The Bat answered quietly. “That’s
right. And Allen, looking out of the
window, identified the body thirty-two
stories below. Quite a feat. When I
heard about it I wondered. Fisk went
to an island which he owned. Very few
people even knew of its existence, but
Allen did. Fisk had told him about it,
because Fisk believed in Allen. He
even phoned him after I warned him
not to contact anyone. Under Allen’s
clever questioning Fisk must have even
told him about the watch.

“Therefore Allen murdered the
jeweler and arranged Fisk’s death. I
got him out of his room barely in time.
He’s all right now. There were several
traps set for me and my suspicions
were aroused against both Brooks and
Durrance, but now I see that some of
Allen’s men were always in attendance
to overhear any remarks.

“Allen even went so far as to leave
one of his own men to die in the blaze
at Durrance’s home. That would have
diverted all blame from him. I rescued
the man, but unfortunately he was un-
able to talk at the moment and he was
murdered before he could expose Allen.
And so—good night, gentlemen.”

E Bat slowly backed away as he
spoke. He reached the floor length
curtains that draped the farther win-
dow. Every eye was upon him. Allen
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watched the other three -craftily.
There were two other sides to this
room through which an escape might
be made.

Suddenly he came out of the chair
and bolted straight toward the west
wall. As he neared it, the window
drapes there parted and the form of the
Bat appeared. Allen gave a shriek of
frustration, whirled and sped toward
the opposite window. There again, the
drapes parted and the Bat appeared,
gun leveled. Allen reeled back, gibber-
ing, raging and shaken badly. Mc-
Grath started for him. Allen gave a
wild yell and charged straight toward
the end window through which he had
seen the Bat vanish after the exposure.
Ten feet from it, Allen slowed up. His
knees buckled and he sank to the floor,
a beaten, cowering man.

For the Bat stood there, a grim figure
of doom. McGrath was wetting his lips
and trying to stare in three directions
until his head swam. How had the
Bat been in three places at once? This
got even the good lieutenant.

McGrath clapped handcuffs on Al-
len’s wunresisting wrists. Then he
growled an oath.

“I’'m going to satisfy myself. I think
a certain party is the Bat. We’ll see!”

He headed for the hall and the
phone. Warner checked him, led him
aside and whispered.

“Listen, you fool, if it’s Quinn you
think is the Bat, think again. I hap-
pened to be at his house when you
phoned earlier. 1 thought, as you did,
that he was the Bat and I went there
to see if he was wounded and needed
help. He wasn’t. He is totally blind.
No one can cure him—ever.”

“But we’re not sure,” McGrath pro-
tested.

Warner piloted McGrath to the
door, led him onto the porch and
pointed. There was a taxi parked at

the curb, and a street lamp just beyond -

showed Tony Quinn seated impas-
sively in the tonneau.

“I brought him with me,” Warner

SRS, TR

e o



THE BLACK BAT’S SPY TRAIL 91

said. “Naturally I didn’t ask him in-
side because I figured some fur might
fly. If that doesn’t satisfy you, speak
to the taxi driver. He’s an innocent
bystander. If Quinn didn’t leave the
cab, then he can’t be the Bat can he?”

McGrath stalked out to the cab,
opened the door and looked in at Tony
Quinn. Then he turned to the driver.

“You, did your passenger get out of
this cab for even a minute?”

The Nemesis of Crime Faces Relentless
Foes as He Takes the Trail of a
Grim, Baffling Mystery of

fell. McGrath grabbed him, but some-
how one of Quinn’s hands knocked Me-
Grath’s hat off. McGrath sighed dis-
mally, bent down to pick it up and saw
Quinn’s foot squash it into a battered
mass.

The taxi driver jumped out of the car
with amazing speed for his huge bulk.
He picked up the hat, dusted it off and
then stepped behind McGrath. He put
the hat on his head, tilted it at the
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The driver turned a puzzled face to-
ward McGrath. “Him? No, sir. We
been chewin’ the fat here. Somethin’
wraong?”

“Why, Lieutenant McGrath,” Quinn
spoke up. “What's happened? Did
you get the man you were after? Here,
help me out a moment. I want to know
what’s going on.”

Quinn stepped out of the taxi,
seemed to lose his balance and almost

proper angle and stepped back.

“Looks okay, Chief. Wasn’t hurt
none. You’ll have to excuse my fare.
He’s a blind man.”

“Thanks,” McGrath declared coldly.
“And good night!”

HALF an hour later Quinn was led
into his own house by Warner.
Silk met them at the door. Quinn
shook hands with the Commissioner
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and then, as the door closed, he met his
valet’s eye and both men shook in silent
laughter,

“You put it over splendidly, Silk. I
never saw McGrath so confused in all
my life, and we scared the daylights out
of Allen. Butch certainly took the part
off well. He’s getting rid of the taxi
now. Three Black Bats! Can you
imagine?”

A girl’s voice spoke from the privacy
of the library. “One of them is enough
for me, Tony Quinn. 1 ought to be
angry—sitting here worrying over
whether you’d get away with it.”

Tony Quinn forgot that he was a
blind man, forgot that his face was

hideously scarred, forgot that a vast
spy organization had been shattered
into bits. Silk withdrew to the kitchen
and started preparing a snack.

Later, in his own section of the city
Lieutenant McGrath entered his home
for the second time that night. He
threw his hat on a table, faced a mirror
and started to smooth down what was
left of his hair. His jaw fell ludicrously
as he started at his own reflection.
There was an image of a Bat pasted on
his forehead!

He walked oyer to the table, picked
up the hat and suddenly hurled it on
the floor. Then he jumped up and
down on it. :
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MURDER
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HEELS

Inspector Grogan Gets Out of

a Swivel Chair Into a
Real Crime Chase!
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the Broadway Squad barged
around the corner in time to see
a thin, slinking figure dart into the
lobby of Trinity Towers, one of the

CAPTAIN JOHNNY BLAKE of

‘units of concrete and steel that made

up the great city’s skyline. It was long
after hours, the building was practic-
ally deserted, and the man was stand-
ing at the self-operated elevator when
Blake trotted down the foyer.

He heard Blake’s footsteps and
whirled around. Then he cowered
against the %all, his skinny face gone
gray.

“Hello Lomas,” Blake said. “Mind
telling me how come a rat like you
shows his face uptown?”

“Lemme alone, you big mug,”
“Cutter” Lomas snarled. His furtive
eyes saw the elevator stop level with
the floor. “I ain’t done nuthin’”

“You belong better than twenty
blocks downtown,” Blake said cheer-
fully. “You know my orders. Any
hood who shows on Broadway gets the

bounce. Lift your paws for a frisk,

93
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Cutter. Let’s see if you’re carrying
any of those diamond glass cutters
you’re so fond of.”

Cutter Lomas backed away a step,
his eyes frantic with fear. Blake de-
cided his hunch was right. A crook
like Lomas wouldn’t be uptown unless
there was an emergency. But for once
Blake wasn’t fast enough. He was
wholly unprepared when Lomas’ hand
moved quickly and a gun prodded
Blake in the stomach. For Lomas was
no gunman, no hop-laden crook, no
clever, resourceful thief. He was just
a small-time mug with a yen for show-

.cases and show-windows.

“Don’t move, Blake,” Lomas snarled.
He reached behind him, opened the
elevator door and slowly stepped into
the lift. “You're a right guy, but I
gotta do this. If you move, I’ll shoot!”

“I think you would.” Blake had his
arms shoulder high. He knew despera-
tion when he saw it and desperation
shone starkly clear in Lomas’ beady
eyes. “Of course you know what this
means. You're a three-timer and the

. fourth time is out.”

Lomas slammed the elevator door
and pressed the controls. Blake was
left standing in the deserted foyer, a
mild look of wonder on his big face.

“Now why would a rat like Cutter
Lomas pull a rod on me?” he asked
himself. “Usually he hasn’t the guts to

_ buck a grasshopper, but he’d have shot

if I tried to nail him.”

LAKE watched the floor indi-
cator. The needle hesitated at
the fifteenth floor, as though Lomas
had punched that button and changed
his mind on the way up. It finally came
to a stop on the sixteenth floor.
Blake went up the stairs, three at a
time. He was hardly winded when he
turned into the spacious corridor of
the fifteenth floor. There was no sign
of Lomas. Every office was dark and
there was only one place a man could
hide, A pillar, fully six feet in di-
ameter formed one of the lavish deco-

rations of the imposing corridor.

Blake flattened himself against the
wall, kept a tight grip on his service
pistol and edged his way toward the
pillar. But Lomas wasn’t lurking be-
hind it. There was a click from the
elevator shaft. The automatic lift was
going down. Blake took up a position
where he could see if anyone emerged
from the elevator.

It stopped on the fifteenth floor, the
door slid back and a young man
emerged. He had a briefcase tucked
under one arm and he walked rapidly
toward a door labeled:

JAMES STANLEY, ATTORNEY
AT LAW

“Hey—Jim,” Blake called softly and

the man spun around, startled. Then
he made out Blake’s features.

“Blake!” he exclaimed happily.
“What the hell—"

“Sorry I scared you.” Blake grinned.
“A pal of mine sneaked up here and I
figured one of his friends might be
following. Working late, huh?”

Jimmy Stanley shrugged. “Just a
little routine work. Been in court all
da}'\.X Want to come in and talk?”

®Got business.” Blake shook his
head. “I’ll maybe see you later.”

He climbed the stairs to the six-
teenth floor and found nothing. Then
he made a systematic search of every
floor. All the offices were dark.

He paid particular attention to the
Shoburn Museum of Art, a private gal-
lery on the top floor of the building.

. A watchman was on duty, but he in-

sisted he had seen no one.

Blake returned to the foyer. Lomas
was somewhere in the building, all
right, but even a half-wit like he was
wouldn’t dare pull a job after a detec-
tive had spotted him entering the
building.

Blake finally went out on the street,
walked to the curb.and looked up. He
could see the solitary light from Stan-
ley’s offices. Fiiteen stories up, those
windows looked like stars. He thrust
his hands into his pockets and started
for the entrance again. There were
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phones in the lobby and he needed a
squad to cover the place thoroughly.
- Lomas wasn’t going to get away if
Johnny Blake could help it.

Then he heard a crash, a shrill
scream and someone on the sidewalk
shouted a warning. A man was plung-
ing down! His body turned over and
over like some grotesque dummy. He
hit the sidewalk with a sinister thud.

Blake went into action. Three gi-
gantic leaps and he was kneeling be-
side the man. A quick look was
enough. Cutter Lomas wasn’t hiding
in the building any longer. He lay,
a huddled mass of broken bones, in
front of Blake.

The big detective drew a sharp
breath and looked up. Lomas had
plunged from the lighted windows of
Jim Stanley’s offices!

- A traffic cop lumbered up and Bla
gave him curt orders. He rushed béc
into the building and as the elevator
stopped to let him out at the fifteenth
floor, Stanley was frantically pressing
the elevator call button.

o HAT happened?’” Blake
‘ W asked quickly.

“It was awful!” Stanley said, his
eyes staring. “He—he came into the
office—said he needed advice and be-
fore I could say anything he said he
felt ill. He asked me to get him a
drink of water. When I left the room,
he—he jumped.”

“Let’s go back in,” Blake said. “That
was Cutter Lomas. Or did you know?”

Stanley steeled himself and fol-
lowed Blake into his offices.

“I knew him. He was a rat—a per-
juring doublecrosser. Six months ago
he damned near had me disbarred with
his confounded lies.” .

Blake saw a drawer of Stanley’s desk
partly open. A nickel-plated revolver
feamed in the reflection of the desk
%i ht. He removed it with his hand-
kerchief and sniffed of the muzzle.

“Been doing some huntmg 2 the
asked

“That gun!” Stanley exclaimed.
“Blake—I never saw it before! It's
not mine. I can’t understand—"

“Stay here,” Blake said. “I’'m going
down to the street. We’ll talk it over
after the morgue wagon shows. And—
don’t worry.”

There was an ambulance at the curb
when Blake reached the sidewalk. The
surgeon called to him.

“If it’s suicide, this guy certainly
wanted to die,” the surgeon said.
“There’s a bullet hole in his stomach.
Looks like it was fired at close range.
He must have leaned out the window,
shot himself and plunged down.”

Blake’s jaw dropped. That recently
discharged pistol in Stanley’s desk!
Lomas couldn’t possibly have shot
himself in the stomach, put the gun in
the drawer and rushed to the window.

A big departmental car slid to the
curb and Inspector Grogan hopped
out. The inspector always reminded
Blake of a sparrow he was so slender,
and moved around so fast. But Grogan
was no flighty bird. He had risen to
his rank by hard work and many a man
had judged him by his size to that mis-
taken man’s ultimate sorrow,

“Came out of that lighted window
up there, eh?” Grogan looked up.
“And he’s been shot! Blake — what
the devil are you standing around here
doing nothing for?”

Blake was staring down at the sheet-
covered body. One of Lomas’ hands
stuck out limply. That hand was

‘gloved—and Lomas hadn’t been wear-

ing gloves when he entered the build-
ing.

“I’ve already been up,” Blake said.
“Jim Stanley has his law offices up
there. He—had a gun—"

Grogan moved toward the building
entrance. “Come on, Blake,” he said
grimly. “I know you like that boy—
know all you've done for him, but that
doesn’t alter circumstances.”

Blake operated the lift, his face
creased with worry.

“Listen, Inspector, you got Jim
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wrong. He wouldn’t plug a guy, Any-
way I haven’t heard his story yet.”

Grogan made a derisive sound and
led the way to Stanley’s office when
they reached the fifteenth floor. Jim
Stanley was seated behind his desk, the
gun lying on a pile of papers. There
was a cold cigarette between his fin-
gers.

@@ KAY,” Grogan snapped. “Let’s
have the story, Stanley.”

“I knew Lomas,” Stanley said tense-
ly. “He doublecrossed me, sent an in-
nocent man to prison—my client.
Lomas could have alibied him, but he
turned rat. I'm telling you this be-
cause you’ll find it out later. But I
didn’t kill Cutter Lomas. He came
into the office in a hurry, said he felt
ill—wanted a drink of water. I went
into the next office to get one. Then
I—I heard a sho#the window crashed,
almost simultaneously with the report.
Just before that, Lomas screamed.
That’s all I know. Blake found the
gun in my desk. It’s not mine. I don’t
know where it came from.”

_“You’re under arrest,” Grogan said.
“The charge is suspicion of homicide.
Come on.”

Blake stood on the curb watching
Grogan’s car pull away. His mind
slipped back over the years when
Jimmy Stanley had been a likeable
newsboy, a kid who had fought against
his environment and won. Blake’s own
money had helped put him through
law school. And now—he was headed
for a cell.

Swearing softly, Blake turned back
to the building. There was more to
this mess than appeared on the surface.
Stanley would have confided in him if
he’d killed Lomas and, being a clever
attorney, he’d have had a defense
ready; not the lame excuses and the
improbable story he’d given Grogan.
That alone convinced Blake that Jim
Stanley wasn’t lying.

Blake entered the foyer slowly The
hum of the elevator startled him. He

watched the indicator. It stopped ml
the fifteenth floor.

Bringing the lift down again, Blake
entered it himself and got out on the
fifteenth floor with his gun in his fist.
There was no one in sight and only
young Stanleys offices were illumi-
nated.

Blake moved softly toward them,
finger tight against the trigger. He
tried each door gently as he passed.
All were locked. If anyone was on
this floor, he had to be in Stanley’s
office.

Opening the door quietly Blake
moved in, ready to shoot. Nothing
happened. A careful search of the of-
fices revealed no one hiding. Captain
Johnny Blake sat down, shoved his hat
to the back of his head and pondered.
Who had shot Cutter Lomas? Why
was he wearing gloves when he
plunged headlong out of that window,
and above all, why did he jump? Lo-
mas was no man to greet death, rather
than face prison.

Then Blake suddenly arose. Some-
one was walking on tiptoe along the
corridor outside, but the marble floor
picked up and amplified the slight
sound. A man was half running to-
ward the elevator shaft when Blake
dived into the corridor. He was small,
seemed well dressed and moved as 1f1n
frantic fear.

“Hold it!” Blake yelled. “You're
covered.”

The man turned in a flash, Hisright

hand had been held stifly in front of
himjsand it clutched a gun. The wea-
pon blazed. A bullet struck the
marble wall beside Blake and rico-
cheted wildly. Blake’s service pistol
boomed. The fleeing man stopped in
his running dive for the elevator. He
seemed to hesitate, wavered a moment,
but Blake knew those signs. Slowly
the man sank to his knees, let his gun
drop to the floor and collapsed in a
heap. The shots echoing through the

hollow corridors were succeeded by a
tense silence.
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LAKE was kneeling beside him

when the lights went out. In-
stantly the police officer straightened
,up and reached for his flashlight.

There was a rushing sound, two
brawny arms wrapped themselves
around Blake’s legs and he nose-dived
to the marble floor. He struggled des-
perately, but someone gripped him by
the collar, raised his head and banged
it hard against the floor. Blake passed
out!

When he recovered, the corridor was
lighted. Two feet away lay the man
he had shot and the smell of cordite
still hung heavily in the air. Stumb-
ling to his feet, Blake reeled toward
Stanley’s office and todhe phone. Then
he sat down to nurse his aching head
and his outraged nerves.

Inspector Grogan came five minutes
after the first radio car. He listened
quietly to Blake’s statement.

“I came up to lock the offices,” the
police captain recounted. “I heard
this man running down the hall. He
wouldn’t stop and he opened fire on
me, so I let him have it. That’s all,
Inspector. I haven’t the slightest idea
where he came from or who he is.”

Grogan looked at the corpse and
sighed.

“I have. That man happens to be
Rex Toggart, millionaire art collec-
tor. It’s odd that a man of his type
would start shooting—even carry a
rod. But I don’t understand this busi-
ness of the lights going on and off
and a couple of men attacking you.

. I figured you could handle yourself in

any fracas.”

Blake grinned ruefully and rubbed
the lump on the back of his head. Gro-
gan knelt to make an examination of
the body.

“So did I1,” Blake said. “But they
worked fast—and in the dark. I didn’t
have a chance to—"

“Blake!” Grogan’s voice was sharp.
He slowly arose. “Toggart has no gun.
Are you positive he opened fire on
you?”

“Positive?” Blake blurted. “Of
course I am. There should be a slug in
the corridor. Say—Those two bozos
who knocked me out must have taken
the gun.”

“And the slug too?” Grogan asked
doubtfully. “There isn’t any place
where it could roll and remain out of
sight. The doors are all metal, the
walls marble. A bullet wouldn’t neces-
sarily even leave a mark that could be
identified as such. And Toggart was
an important man—not one to engage
in a gun battle with a policeman.”

A horde of reporters descended on
the scene. Photographers flashed
their bulbs, questions were shot at the
two policemen. Inspector Grogan an-
swered them all.

“Captain Blake is not under arrest—
yet. You can say he voluntarily came
to Headquarters for questioning. Yes,
he said Toggart opened fire first, but
there is no gun to prove that state-
ment. The whole setup looks fishy.

| Turn Page]
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Blake—come along.”

Blake rode in silence beside the in-
spector. It occurred to him that his
own position was almost as bad as
young Stanley’s. Where had those
men come from in the darkness. of
that corridor? What was their object
and why was Toggart in the building
in the middle of the night? Nothing
made sense except the cold fact that
he was practically under arrest.

NSPECTOR GROGAN leaned for-

ward and tapped on the window
separating the tonneau from the
driver. The car slid to the curb.

“All right, Blake,” Grogan said
quietly. “You get out here—and good
luck.”

Blake stared. Grogan laughed.

“Thought I meant it, eh? I'm glad,
because that’s the way I wanted it to
sound. Look here, Blake, you and I
are old friends. We rose from the
ranks together. Do you think I dis-
believed your story? If you say Tog-
gart opened fire on you, I'd believe
it even if Toggart didn’t have any
hands. There’s something radically
wrong in that skyscraper. It's my
hunch that someone listened and I
wanted to give them the idea that the
coast was clear. Go back—work as
you please, but bring in the men who
attacked you and find out what hap-
pened to Toggart’s gun. The news-
papers won’t help your reputation
much until they repudiate what they’ll
print, but a cop must take things in
his stride. Good hunting.”

The car slipped into the traffic and
Blake stood on the curb, still amazed
at the sudden turn of events. Then
he went into action. Toggart’s ad-
dress was easy to determine from a
phone book. He hailed a cab and paid
off the driver a block from the million-
aire’s elaborate residence.

No lights blazed in the home of the
dead man, and Blake remembered that
he was a cantankerous old bachelor,
interested only in his art treasures.

He walked boldly up the winding,
heavily shrub-bordered walk to the
front door. It was so dark that he
didn’t see the form that lay just off
the path until his foot kicked it.

Blake hurriedly masked his flash-
light with the palm of his hand, let-
ting only a slender ray of light ema-
nate from between his fingers. The
dead man over whom the police officer
had stumbled wore a brown uniform
and an empty holster at his hip proved
to Blake’s satisfaction that he was a
private patrolman. A bullet through
the back of the head had killed him.

Creeping forward until he reached
the front porch, Blake pressed an ear
against the door, but heard no sound.
Carefully he tried the heavy brass
latch. The door swung wide under
the pressure of his shoulder. He
stepped into a dark hall and held his
breath. There was an unnatural, sin-
ister quiet about the house.

Something crashed heavily against
the floor deep within and a hoarse
groan arose weirdly. Blake cast cau-
tion to the winds. Using his flash he
barged down the hall, through a door
and across a big study. In the ad-
joining sitting room he found a chair
overturned, but nothing else.

Footsteps, loud and clear, came
from the front porch. Blake reversed
his course. Two men were peering
through the open front door. One
wore a tuxedo, the other the livery of
a servant.

“Don’t move!” Blake growled. “I'm
the law.”

He came closer and snapped on the
hall light. The man in the tuxedo was
middle-aged and had piercing eyes.

“What’s going on here?” he asked.

“Murder,” Blake said tartly. “Stay
where you are, both of you. I'm go-
ing to search the house and if any-
body comes out, stop him.”

TWENTY minutes later Blake sat
dejectedly in one of the deep
leather chairs in Toggart’s study. The

e
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man in the tuxedo paced the floor in
front of him.

- “T’'m Paul Dillard,” he was saying.
“I live next door. Brady—my man
here—thought he heard a shot so we
came over to investigate. The dead
man is Toggart’s watchman. I can’t
understand Toggart’s absence. He
rarely leaves the house.”

“He won’t be back,” Blake said’

dully. “He’s dead.” -

“Dead!” Dillard gasped. “Are you
sure?”

Blake scowled. “I ought to be. I
killed him. Look here, Dillard, there
must be someone who knows about
Toggart’s affairs. I want to find out
what’s missing.”

Dillard frowned thoughtfully.
“There’s a secretary, but I don’t know
where he’s gone. He lives here—has
the evenings off. What about Tog-
gart? Why in the world did you kill
him?”

“Had to. Give me that phone, I've
got to call Headquarters and get a
morgue wagon and the coroner. Be
cheaper for the city if they tagged
along after me. Death is just my lit-
tle playmate tonight.”

Dillard handed Blake the phone and
listened while he called Inspector
Grogan. When he hung up, Dillard
asked more questions.

“Read about it in the papers,” Blake
said irritably. “Toggart was killed in
the Trinity Towers.”

“Trinity Towers?’ Dillard cried.
“Was there a robbery? Did anything
happen?”

““Don’t know. Why?”

“Because I'm manager of that build-
ing and I own the museum on the top
floor. It’s filled with priceless treas-
ures. Captain Blake, if anything hap-
pened to my art objects, I'm going to
hold you personally responsible!”

“Relax,” Blake groaned. “You'll
hear about it when Inspector Grogan
gets here—and how you’ll hear about
it?

- When the inspector did come in,

there was a frown on his face. “Cap-
tain,” he said coldly to Blake,* I didn’t
believe it possible. This time you’ll
be handcuffed. When you broke away
from me, I could have shot you. It
now appears I should have. You're
suspended—busted, get me? Soon as
I clean up this mess here, you’ll go
to a cell where you can’t open a door
and dodge into traffic.”

This time Grogan sounded as
though he meant it. The bunk about
his breaking away was only to cover
up Grogan’s gift of freedom that had
led to more murder. Grogan asked
questions, located the secretary of the
dead millionaire, and when the man
arrived he kept close to Blake while
the secretary searched the house.

“I can’t understand it,” the secre-
tary reported. “There isn’t a thing
missing. It looks to me as though ‘the
safe in Mr. Toggart’s bedroom had
been opened, but the currency in it is
untouched. Mr. Toggart may have
left the safe open, although he wasn’t
careless. It’s beyond me.”

“None of his art doodads are miss-
ing?” Blake asked. ‘

“Not one,” the secretary said. “And
there are thousands of dollars worth.
For instance, a Rembrandt hangs in
the dining room. It’s still there. I
made certain of that first.”

“All right,” Grogan said.
going, Blake.
I'll cuff you.”

“We're
And no fast moves or

APTAIN BLAKE walked out to

the inspector’s car and climbed

in. Paul Dillard talked briefly to

Grogan and then hurried back to his

own house. Grogan sank intd the car
cushions beside Blake.

“Well,” he snapped, “it looks as
though letting you loose becomes a
bait for murder. What the devil is it
all about?”

“If I only knew!” Blake groaned.
“The more I go into this case, the
worse it gets—for me. Say, you don’t
really think I went and plugged that
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watchman, do you?”

“Hell, no,” Grogan said. “I can see
what happened. Toggart’s home was
visited by a bunch of crooks. They
killed the watchman, but you sur-
prised them. While you searched part
of the house, they slipped out, prob-
ably just missing Dillard—which was
mighty good for his health. Blake,
I’'m surprised at you. The commander
of the Broadway Squad should have
cleared this affair up long ago.”

“I can’t even keep up with it,” Blake
said, and sighed. “And now I sup-
pose you mean business. Not that I

- blame you. If I could only prove Tog-
gart had a gun, it wouldn’t be so
bad—"

“We’ll both prove it—if it can be
done,” Grogan said. “We’re going
back to the Trinity Towers. You're a
fool, Blake. You need my help. Any-
way I've been getting stale lately—
warming a chair in my office. Putting
on weight too.
thirty.”

I'm a hundred and

dred and thirty! A swell impression
you’d make going through a door.”

“But smart.” The inspector grinned.
“Did it ever occur to your lame brain
that there might be a strong reason
for my believing in you? For tying
all this killing up with one crime?”

“No,” Blake said quickly. “Is there
something in the wind?”

“That’s the trouble with cops as-
signed to special jobs like you,” Gro-
gan snorted. “You don’t pay atten-
tion to details. 1In the last month
three other punks like Cutter Lomas
have been found dead. It looked like
suicide in each case, but you know
damned well mugs like that don’t take
a simple way out. They haven’t the
guts,

“However, each of these dead men
was a specialist in his own line. Like
Cutter, who could carve a hole in a
showcase without disturbing a single
alarm. Well, just before each man
died, there was a break. Important
breaks that never did get much pub-

(Continued on Page 108)
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When he next
opened his eyes he
found the pretty
hostess bending
over him

T-Man Taylor Takes a
Plane and Knocks a
Spy Plot for a Loop!

By ROBERT SIDNEY BOWEN

Author of “Aces Don’t Cry,” “Flight to Glory,” etc.

RADDOCK, head of the New

York office of the Treasury De-

partment, sealed the fat envel-
ope, gave it a pat with his hand and
sighed with relief.

“Signed and sealed,” he grunted
pushing up onto his feet, “and now to
deliver it.”

Going out of his office he strode down
the hall and entered a smaller office at
the far end. A good looking younger
man seated at one of the two desks in
the office swung around at Braddock’s
entrance and got to his feet.

“l was just coming in to ask if I
could have a moment of your time, sir,”
he said.

“Where’s Spaulding?” Braddock de-
manded.

“He phoned in about an hour ago,”
the young man said. “Told me he
wouldn’t report back tonight as he is on
something important. I've just been
waiting around to see you, sir, if I
could?”

Braddock seemed not to hear what
the youth said. He scowled down at
the fat envelope in his hands, muttered
something under his breath and then
raised his eyes.

“Come into my office, Taylor,” he
said and abruptly swung on his heel.

Once they were inside Braddock got
right down to business.
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“You're getting the break I suppose
you’ve been hoping for, Taylor,” he
said, Then tapping the envelope on the
desk. *“This is the complete report on
the Alston Arsenal sabotage case.
Facts, figures, and the whole dope,
ready to be delivered to the chief in
Washington. He will turn it over to
the State Department, and they’ll be
able to make a certain foreign ambassa-
dor and his staff lose plenty of sleep and
sweat blood.”

Braddock paused for a moment to let
his words sink in.

“Washington wants this imme-
diately,” he continued, “it’s that im-
portant. I had planned for Spaulding
to deliver it in person, but that’s out
now. I can’t do it myself because I've
got to stick here in case Spaulding
phones in. He’s on another case of
equal importance. And so you are
elected, Taylor. You’ll take the mid-
night plane to Washington. You can

just make it. Here’s cash for expenses.

Report at once to the chief, and then
phone me. Got that clear?”

“Yes sir,” Bill Taylor said.

“Good.” Braddock nodded and then
tapped the envelope again. “Two
solid weeks of night and day work,
Taylor, during which time we lost one
of our best men. Certain parties would
sell their souls, and stop at nothing to
destroy the contents of this envelope.
Be on your guard and take no chances.
I’m counting on you. Now, if you can
make it quick, what did you want to see
me about?”

Taylor pocketed the envelope and
stood up.

“It can wait, sir,” he said. “You’ll
get my call from Washington. And
thanks for the assignment, sir.”

When Taylor had left Braddock tried
to return to the pile of work on his desk,
but it was impossible to clear his mind
of thoughts of that fat envelope. A
dozen times he raised his grey eyes and
stared at the door through which
Taylor had passed. And each time he
cursed himself for his jitteriness. It

was plain stupid of him to feel this way.
Many times in the past one or more of
his men had been out on mighty im-
portant assignments and he’d been able
to carry on with his end unruffled.

But this time he couldn’t keep his
mind clear. It was as though he had
made a great mistake. Rather, there
was something undone that should
have been done. A sort of inner warn-
ing of alarm filled him. Crazy and ab-
surd, to be sure, but—

HE suddenly cut short his thoughts
and stiffened in the chair. His
gaze wandering more or less unseeing
about the room had come to rest on a
huge picture of George Washington
hanging on the wall directly opposite
his desk. He had looked at that pic-
ture ten million times at least, but as
he looked at it now there seemed to be
something funny about it. A difference
that had never been there before.

Then it came to him. The picture
was hanging a hair crooked to the right
and the top part seemed to sag forward
a bit more. And then he noticed that
the right wire fastened to the ceiling
moulding clamp was a solid strand
while the left wire appeared to be
braided.

Instantly he got up, pulled a chair
over to the picture and stood up on it.
And then his eyes popped and he
caught his breath in a rasping gasp.
The left wire looked braided because
a fine wire had been tightly wound
about the original wire. And at the
hook-eye the second wire ran in back
of the huge portrait.

Heart in his throat Braddock pulled
one side of the picture away from the
wall and looked in back. And when he
did his heart seemed to explode in his
throat because stuck to the back of the
picture was a dictograph mike no big-
ger than a silver dollar.

A dictograph in his office! The re-
alization practically knocked Braddock
off the chair. With a howling curse he
followed the wire up to the moulding

P
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clamp. There it ran along the mould-
ing so that it couldn’t be seen from the
floor of the office.

At the row of windows on the south
side the fine wire followed down the
crack between the frame and the plas-
ter wall and passed outside through a
tiny hole bored under the sill. Jerking
up the window Braddock reached out,
groped for the wire, found it and pulled.
The wire seemed to catch three win-
dows down but presently came loose
in his hands.

For a split-second he stood trem-
bling with rage, then he whirled over
to the phone and snatched it up.

“Newark Airport, quick!” he barked.

But as his eyes fell on the clock on
his desk he groaned and jiggled the
hook.

“Cancel Newark!” he snapped. “Get

me the Air Corps commander at

Mitchell Field!”

When Bill Taylor left Braddock’s -

office he was walking on air, and for
two very good reasons.

“A real assignment,” he murmured
aloud. “And to make it on the mid-
night from Newark. Hot dog!”

On the street he flagged a cab, gave
the driver his instructions and told him
not to spare the horses. The cab still
hadn’t reached the turn-off for the Hol-
land Tunnel when instinct, perhaps,
caused Taylor to turn around and look
back. A second car was a block or so
behind and its speed was neither a mile
faster nor a mile slower than Taylor’s
cab.

Just to make sure Taylor had his
driver turn up a few blocks. Three
minutes later he knew for sure that the
other car was tailing him.

For a second panic gripped him and
his hands went to the fat envelope in
his inside jacket pocket. Then he got
control of his nerves and thought fast.
He leaned forward toward the driver.

“Turn up the next block and stop at
the first drug store,” he ordered.

Fate was kind. There was an all
night drugstore at the far end of the

i

block. Telling the driver to wait Tay-
lor leaped out and went into the drug-
store and into the first telephone booth.
He made a call that lasted a couple of
minutes. Then he made a couple of
purchases from the sleepy clerk. And
then out to the cab he went. A quick
glance down the street showed a car
without lights a couple of blocks away.

“Now really give it the gas!” Taylor
ordered and braced himself on the seat.

HE driver knew his stuff and de-

livered his passenger at the Newark
terminal a good ten minutes before
plane time. Buying his ticket Taylor
sauntered over to a corner in the wait-
ing room and gave his fellow passen-
gers a thorough once-over. And he
paid particular attention to a small but
well-built man who bought a ticket a
couple of seconds before the “All-
Aboard!”

A man from the car that had been fol-
lowing him? Taylor was unable to
answer the question. Nor was he able
to answer the question—why hadn’t he
been jumped when he entered the drug-
store? But he could make a guess as to
that, . Whoever was tailing him was
planning something not so crude as an
attack with a drug clerk and a taxi
driver ready to lend a hand to his vic-
tim.

And then as Taylor bought an early
edition of the morning paper and stuck
it in his top-coat pocket another
thought came to him. Was Braddock
taking no chances? Had he put some-
body else on his tail just to make sure?

A bit piqued by that possibility he
boarded the transport, grinned at the
trim looking hostess and took the win-
dow seat of two on the port side and
just in front of her nook. His wonder-
ing and annoyance increased when the
small man entered the cabin and took a
seat directly across the aisle.

Five minutes later the pilot gunned
the powerful engines to maximum revs
and the big transport thundered down
the billiard table smooth runway and
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soared up into the night sky. Once
they had left Newark the cabin lights
were dimmed so that the passengers
could enjoy the star spotted panorama
that rushed past underneath, or the
beauty of real stars rushing past over-
head. :

Taylor, however, paid no attention to
either. He gave his jacket a reassuring
pat, then leaned down to tie his shoe-
lace. Presently when the lights of
Newark were way behind the cabin
lights were flashed on again. Like
several other passengers Taylor buried
himself in his paper but kept a weather
eye on the small man across the aisle.
That gentleman buried himself in his
own paper and not once cast a sidelong
glance at Taylor insofar as the young
T-man could tell.

However, when the plane had passed
Philadelphia the small man put away
his paper, made a face and put both
hands to his stomach. For the next five
minutes he struggled with evident on-
coming airsickness and then when the
hostess went forward in answer to
some kind of summons from the pilot
he eased up out of his seat and lurched
aft. Taylor grinned sympathetically as
he passed but the man was obviously
too occupied to appreciate the sympa-
thy or be annoyed by it.

Then a couple of seconds later, it
happened, and happened so fast that
Taylor was, figuratively = speaking,
caught flat footed. There was the hiss
of a blown fuse and every light in the
cabin went out.

A split-second after the cabin was
plunged into darkness Taylor streaked
his hand to the small but effective auto-
matic in his pocket, half turned and
pressed back against the window. But
he might just as well have stayed right
where he was, There was soft swish-
ing sound, and Taylor had the cockeyed
crazy sensation that one of the out-
- board prop blades had let go and come
through his window to bury itself in
his head.

With a terrific effort he struggled to

beat back the wave of singing oblivion

that surged over him. In an abstract

sort of way he knew that he was trying
to swing his gun around, and smash out
with his other fist. He even had the
sensation of clutching cloth with his
hand. Then something else fell down
on his head again and he went sailing
off into blissful silence.

HEN he next opened his eyes he

found the pretty hostess bending
over him. Worry and fear and a mil-
lion questions were in her eyes. The
fog in his brain cleared instantly.
Ignoring her he darted his gaze across
the aisle. The small man was back in
his seat holding his stomach and look-
ing very sick. The lights were on
again.

“Are you all right?” the hostess
asked.

“Fine,” Taylor said. “Don’t worry.
Turned too quickly when that fuse
blew and cracked my head on the win-
dow. Notice how it happened?”

“No,” the hostess said and looked at
him intently. “But it’s okay, now.
Can’t I get you something? You've got
a bad lump there on your head.”

“My own fault,” Taylor grinned. “No
thanks, I'm okay now.”

The hostess hesitated, her eyes wor-

ried, then reluctantly went back to her
nook. Taylor glanced at his watch.
He had been out almost twenty min-
utes. Then without appearing to do so
he pressed his hand against his pocket,
and felt no bulge of a fat envelope.

Heart pounding he leaned forward
slightly and glanced down at the floor.
A thin grin tugged at his lips. Then he
sat up in the seat just as the engines
were throttled and the huge plane
started down toward a landing on the
Washington Airport.

Taylor waited until the craft had
been taxied over to the embarking
platform. Then taking his top coat off
the hook and throwing it over his arm
he moved quickly over to the cabin
door.
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“Sorry, ladies and gentlemen,” he
said, and flashed his Treasury Depart-
ment shield, “but I must detain you all
for a few minutes. There has been a
little accident, and I'm taking the au-
thority of making an investigation.
Now—"

Taylor paused as a military plane
came taxiing furiously along side the
transport. He saw Braddock leap out
of the rear cockpit and come tearing
over. As soon as the steps were in
place Braddock jerked open the trans-
port’s door and leaped inside. He made
a wild grab for Taylor.

“Taylor!” he barked. “Anything
happened? Have you—"

“Everything under control, sir,”
Taylor grinned. “I just want to iden-
tify a sucker, if you don’t mind, sir?”

Without waiting to find out whether
his superior minded or not, Taylor
swung sharply toward the small man.

“Neat, but you forgot to touch
second, mister,” he said in a brittle
voice. “You followed me onto the
plane, faked airsickness, and you did
fool me for a moment there when you
went aft and rammed a knife or some
piece of metal into the main fuse socket.
That put the lights out. Then you
belted me and relieved me of a sealed
envelope in my pocket. Yes, it was
neat.”

“This is outrageous!” the small man
cried. “Are you crazy? I did nothing
of the sort. Steal something from you?
I demand that I be searched! I was in
the men’s nook when the lights went
out. I demand that I be searched!”

“You won’t be,” Taylor said, “be-
cause we wouldn’t find anything. What
you took, you tore up and disposed of
in the wash room. But what you don’t
know is that—" :

“I won’t stand for this!” the man
cried.

“Then sit down!” Taylor cracked and
gave the man a shove that seated him
hard and fast. “Not guilty, eh? Take
a look at the floor under my seat! Take
a look, mister. What do you see?”

(Continued on Page 106)
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Pile Sufferers!
Attention

The McCleary Clinic, 897 Elms Blvd.,
Excelsior Springs, Mo., is putting out
an up-to-the-minute book, everyone
should have on this and related ail-
ments. You can have a copy of this
book by asking for it on a postcard sent
to the above address. No charge. It
may save you much suffering and
money. Write today for a free copy.
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S the other’s eyes flew to the floor

under Taylor’s seat, the young
T-man suddenly reached down and
lifted up the man’s feet so that the
soles of his shoes were visible to every-
body. Then Taylor turned to Brad-
dock.

“As you can see, sir,” he said, “there
are half a dozen thumb tacks on the
floor under my seat, and there are two
thumb tacks in this man’s left sole.
They couldn’t possibly have got there
unless he stepped past the empty seat
next to mine to smack me and get that
envelope.”

Braddock just stared for a moment.
Then he moved quickly but not quick
enough. The small man had moved
with the speed of light. In a flash
of motion he came up off the seat,
butted Braddock in the stomach and
dived for the door,

He almost made it save for one thing.
That one thing was Taylor’s clenched
right fist. It came up with more power
than Joe Louis ever dreamed of and ex-
ploded on the man’s chin. He dropped
like a log and hung half in and half
out of the cabin doorway. Taylor
gulped and wiped a hand across his
face.

“Boy!” he breathed more to hlmself
“What a jam if there hadn’t been
thumbtacks in his shoes. But I knew
damn well he was the one. He just had
to be.”

“My God, Taylor,” Braddock’s voice
cut in on him, “where is—

“Safe, sir,” Taylor said. “But first
hadn’t we better have him locked up?
Maybe you can get him to talk.”

Braddock had the unconscious man
taken away, and the plane cabin
emptied. Then he faced Taylor and
held out his hand.

“I'll take it now!” he said sharply.
“You have got it haven’t you?”

Taylor paused long enough to grin at
the hostess who was still in her nook,
then taking the early edition of the
morning paper from the pocket of his
topcoat slung over his arm he opened
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it up. Nestled between the theatre re-
views and sports page was the fat en-
velope. Gravely he handed it to his
superior.

“‘Some one tailed me from your office,
sir,” he said, “and as you ordered, I
didn’t take chances. But how the devil
any spy knew that I carried this, I can’t
figure.”

“I can,” Braddock grunted. “But
never mind that. Go on.”

“Well,” Taylor said, “I stopped at a
drug store and made a phone call to
Miss Lane, the hostess of this ship.
That young lady right there. Then I
bought some thumbtacks, paper, and
an envelope the same size as that one
you have. At the port I bought a
paper. I stuck the dummy envelope in
my pocket and the real one in the pages
of the paper. I figured that if anything
did happen—I mean an attack on me
aboard the plane, that the fake envelope
would be found easily and taken. It
would be destroyed at once, the thief
not wanting to risk a search in case he
hurt me bad.”

“Hurt you bad?” Braddock growled.
“He might have killed you! And no-
body would know that the real envel-
ope was—"

“But they would, sir,” Taylor inter-
rupted. “That’s why I called Miss
Lane. In case I was killed she was to
take my topcoat to the chief;, here in
Washington, and then notify you. The
thumbtacks I spread on the floor by my
feet in case I was just knocked out.
Anybody hitting me would have to step
past the empty seat next to the one I

. was in, and they couldn’t help but step

on those tacks.

“You see, I wanted to nail him in
case I wasn’t hurt too bad. Of course
there was a chance that he’d examine
the fake envelope, but that didn’t hap-
pen. He tore it up while the lights
were still out and destroyed the pieces
where no one would see him, in.the
washroom. After all, his one aim was
to destroy what I carried. And confi-
dent that he had it he didn’t bother to

(Continued on Page 108)
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check. So—" 2

“So you were damn lucky!” Brad-
dock cut in. “But it was a foolish
and risky arrangement. This hostess
is probably a very fine young lady but
with a war on in Europe men in our
kind of job can’t trust a stranger.”

“But she. isn’t, sir!” Taylor cried
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We % gg&;@v shehgenny B W Braddock looked at them, wiped the
gg A poat ﬁwﬁiﬁf‘ﬂmg sternness from his face and chuckled.
SANRATAR COUNTYSRED SoMBANYLN ' “I do,” he said. “But you get no two
days leave. Two weeks! One week
THE TRUTH ABOUT for a neat job, Taylor. And the other
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“The exercise will do me good. And
no noise.”
“Wait,” Blake said. “I'm thinking.”

GROGAN snorted and started up
the steps, but Blake’s big hand
reached out and grabbed him.

“No kidding, Inspector. If there’s
somebody hidden in this building,
there’s a way to find out. They’ve got
to have lights at this time of night.”

“It’s an idea,” Grogan agreed, “but
first let’s see if any offices are occu-
pied. You start here and T’ll work
my way down from the top floor.”

For forty minutes they searched
furiously until both were certain that
none of the offices were occupied.
They met on the ninth floor and
walked to the fifteenth.

“Hey, Grogan,” Blake whispered,
“what about the watchman they keep
in the museum? Won’t he give an
alarm?”

“Not him. He sassed me back, so he’s
sleeping off a bang on the head. When
he wakes up, he’ll wonder how cuffs
came to be draped around his wrists
and his mouth gagged. You got me
wrong, Blake. Just because I'm as-
signed to office work doesn’t mean I’ve
gone soft.”

Blake pointed toward the huge
pillar at the far end of the fifteenth
floor corridor.

“Look at it, Grogan,” he whispered.
“That damned thing cost plenty—and

have you thought it might be used for |

something except for an ornament?
You could put half a dozen guys in-
side it. This is where Lomas van-
ished when I trailed him. And this
is where Toggart came from. It has
to be. All we got to do is get inside.”

Grogan made a sour face. “And be-
fore we walk up those two million and
thirty steps inside—if there are any—
they’d be in Timbuktu.”

“Not if you went down to the cellar
and pulled the switches,” Blake said
happily. “I’ll stick and grab anybody
who comes out.”

(Continued on Page 110)
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(Continued from Page 109)

He checked his watch with Gro-
gan’s. “It’s three nineteen. In ten
minutes on the dot you douse the
lights and I’ll be ready for trouble.”

Grogan said something under his
breath, but he went. Blake tiptoed
toward the huge pillar, crouched and
waited for the zero hour. The lights
went out promptly on schedule.

He heard a distinct metallic click.
A portion of the huge pillar rolled
‘back and someone stepped out. Blake
moved in quietly, his clubbed pistol
held high. One hand darted out and
held the rolling door open while the
other brought the gun down hard.

Only a slight moan escaped the man
he slugged. Dragging the unconscious
form halfway into the pillar Blake left
him lying there so he’d keep the door
open. Then Blake stepped in.

His left hand held the flashlight, his
right gripped his gun. He grunted as
he saw a narrow, winding steel stair-
case going upward. He climbed it
slowly, senses alert for any trap.

“Hey, Buck,” someone whispered,
“why the hell didn’t you fix the
lights?”

Blake grunted unintelligibly and
kept on climbing. He shut off the
flash to keep from making a target of
himself and his progress became tor-
tuously slow. Then his feet found
no more steel steps. He was on some
kind of a small landing. A cigarette
glowed in the darkness.

SWIFTLY Blake snapped on his
light. Its ray revealed three men
blinking in the unexpected brilliancy.
For a split second they were paralyzed
with surprise. Then one of them made
a grab for a hip-holstered gun. Blake
shot him through the throat.

“And you others can get the same,”
he warned grimly. “Move back and
keep your paws where I can see them.”

The two obeyed. Blake stepped
across the body of the man he’d shot.
He found himself in a small, square
room with walls of steel. Suddenly
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he knew exactly where he was, but his
elation cut off abruptly. A gun was
shoved into the small of his back.

“Drop the gun, Blake!”

Slowly Blake let his service pistol
fall to the floor and swore softly at the
fool he’d made of himself. Someone
had trailed him up those steel steps;
someone who knew him!

“Over against the wall,” the gunman
ordered. Blake obeyed, turned slowly
and suddenly raised his flashlight un-
til the ray struck the gunman.

Paul Dillard, the manager of Trin-
ity Towers, closed his eyes involun-
tarily. Blake lunged, but Dillard’s
men acted just as swiftly. A gun
barked. Blake’s left hand felt like a
lump of inert lead. The flash clat-
tered to the floor. One of the men
scooped it up and now Blake had to
close his eyes as the ray blinded him.

Dillard moved closer, “We'll get
this over with fast,” he snarled.
“Blake, you're an ass! So is your
precious superior, Inspector Grogan,
I’'m sorry he isn’t here so I could kill
him too. . . . Stand back, boys. I'm
going to riddle this cop. It’s a damned
lucky thing I came down here.”

Dillard squinted behind the sights
of his gun while a malicious grin
crossed his face. Blake tensed his
muscles for a spring straight into the
face of the gun.

There was a terrific explosion.
Biake staggered back, recovered him-

- self and realized he hadn’t been hit.
Another gun blazed and someone
cursed fluently in mellow Irish tones.

Blake laughed exultantly and
charged. He hit Dillard, pinned him
to the floor and knocked him cold.

“Grogan!” Blake yelled. “Grab
those two hoods!”

He was lunging forward as he
yelled, to send one of the crooks
crashing to the floor. The second one
made a dive toward the door. Blake
heard a thump and a quiet laugh. Gro-
gan was lowering his inverted re-
volver. At his feet the last crook

(Continued on Page 112)
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MENT, CIRCULATION, ETC., REQUIRED BY THE
ACTS OF CONGRESS OF AUGUST 24, 1912, AND
MARCH 3, 1933, of Black Book Detective, published
bi-monthly at Chicago, Ilinols, for October 1, 1939,
State of New York, County of New York, ss. Before
me, a Notary Public in and for the State and County
aforesaid, personally appeared H. L. Herbert, who, hav-
ing been duly sworn according to law, deposes and says
that he is the Business Manager of Black Book Detective
Magagine, and that the following is, to the best of his
" knowledge and belief, a true statement of the ownership,
management, etc., of the aforesaid publication for the
date shown in the above caption, required by the Act of
August 24, 1912, as amended by the Act of March 3,
1933, embodied in section 537, Postal Laws and Regula-
tions, printed on the reverse of this form, to wit: 1.
That the names and addresses of the publisher, editor,
managing editor, and business manager are: Publisher,
Better Publications, Inc., 22 West 48th Street, New
York, N. Y. ; Editor, Harvey Burns, 22 West 48th Street,
New York, N. Y.; Managing Editor, none; Business
Manager, H. L. Herbert, 22 West 48th Street, New
York, N. Y. 2. That the owners are: Better Publica-
tions, Inc., 32 West 48th Street, New York, N. Y.:
N. L. Pines, 22 West 48th Street, New York, N. Y.
3. That the known bondholders, mortgagees and other
security holders owning or holding 1 per cent or more
of total amount of bonds, mortgages, or other securities
are none. 4. That the two paragraphs next above, giv-
ing the names of the owners, stockholders, and security
holders, if any, confain not only the list of stockhold-
ers and security holders as they appear upon the books
of the company, but also, in cases where the stock-
helder or security holder appears upon the books of
the company as trustee or in any other fiduciary re-
lation, the name of the person or corporation for whom
such trustee is acting, is given; also that the said. two
paragraphs contain statements embracing affiant’s full
knowiedge and belief a3 to the circumstances and con-
ditiont under which stockholders and security holders,
who go not appear upon the books of the company as
trustees, Hold stock and securities in a capacity other
than that of a bona fide owner; and this affiant has no
reason fo believe that any other person, association, or
carporation has any interest direct or indirect in the
said stock, bonds or other securities than as so stated
by him. H. L. Herbert, Business Manager. Sworn to
and subscribed hefore me this 1st day of October, 1939,
Kugene Wechsler, Notary Public. My commnission ex-
pires March 30, 1941,
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( Continued from Page 111)

sprawled unconscious.

“I'm getting good at this,” Grogan
said drily. “Well, Blake, what are you
standing there for? Search these men
and tie them up. What the hell do
you think this is—a picnic?”

UDDENLY the lights winked on.
“Who turned them on?” Blake
yelled.

“A cop named Mulcahy,” Grogan
said, and laughed. “Did you think I
wanted to hike up and down those
steps again? I brought him in from
outside and told him to give me ten
minutes before he turned the switches

on. Now let’s see what prize packages

we’ve got. So Dillard is our man! I
thought so.”

“So did 1.” Blake cuffed the uncon-
scious crooks. “Right from the mo-
ment you told me about those museum
breaks. Remember how Cutter Lomas
wore gloves when we found him?
That meant he was handling some-
thing he didn’t want to leave his prints
on. Whatever it was, he had it on
him when I trailed him into the build-
ing.”

“A mental wizard.” Grogan was ap-
plying a handkerchief to his ear. It
was soaked with blood. “One of those
rats shot first and took a piece out of
my ear. I hope it was the fellow I
socked, because I didn’t pull my
punch. He won’t wake up for an
hour.”

“And Dillard was behind it,” Blake
went on. “When this building was
constructed, he had this hidden pas-
sage from the fifteenth floor to the
eighteenth constructed. It led right
into the vault of his museum. That’s
where we are now. Dillard used that
museum to draw suckers. Art lovers
came to look. When Dillard got
through talking to them, they agreed
to pay fancy sums for certain art
treasures no crook could have dis-
posed of in any other way.

“That’s why museums were robbed.

Men like Toggart, who didn’t give a

o
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‘damn how they got their precious art
objects, made Dillard rich. He hired ARANTEED .
~crooks to get the stuff and killed them DODYEAR-GOOD
as a reward. Cutter Lomas delivered 3 :
the goods, but Cutter was suspicious ;
and tried to get away.
. “He reached Stanley’s office and
went in, hoping he’d escape. But he
didn’t. Dillard waited until Stanley
went into the next room. Then he
came in. Lomas probably backed to :
the window. Dillard plugged him and X
.. pushed him through. Then he dropped J
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Blake looked up from his job of
searching the men on the floor. “Look-
prints on it. He must have figured from ftchin
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1 Am Gettin

g Ready to Earn More Money

- » « Preparing for a Bigger Job

1 am a student of the American School, Chicago.
A little more than half way through my course—
already my increased knowledge has brought me
g;omotxon as a result of the hour or so a day I

ve been sgendmg getting acquainted with the
principles of the work I enjoy. 1 {use only part
of my spare time, so it doesn’t interfere with
my home and social life, and certainly helps me

I have been surprised at the practical manner
in which even advanced work is explained. It
is 2 lot easier than I had expected. I only wish
1 had started this 11;Ian of getting ahead a few
years earlier. But w! en I was 18 to 201 felt pretty
sure of myself. I didn’t take enough stock in
what more experienced people told me about
the importance of being thoroughly trained for

on the job. the job I wanted.

You Can’t Win If You Don’t Try |
American School, Dept. 6-358, Drexel Ave. at 58th $t., Chicago

............................................. CUf ALONG THIS LINE

Try a Lesson Yourself —No Obligation

American School, Dept. G-358, Drexel Ave. at 58th St., Chicago :

1 have checked the line of work In which I would itke a good job. Please send me without expense of obil- ! BULLETIN
gation on my part s copy of your Bulletin and an early lesson in the geld I have gelected. ;

Air Conditionin 0 Electrical Engineert
8 Architecture 8 0 Dieset Enginegorino e
13 Automotive Engineasring

] Law
03 Liberal Arts (Collage)
[J Drafting and Designing {1 Mechanlcal Enginosring
L1 Automobile Repairing L1 Electric Refrigeration ] Merchandising
O Bookkeeping and O Heating, Ventilating, L} Private Secretary
Cost Accounting Plumbing O Radio and Television

srdncu Management O Professional Accounting 1 Salesmanship

o vil Engineering C. P. A, Cosching 3 $h

Avistt O Hioh Sononi B 3h Eralcserin
on 00
3 Contracting, Bullding o Highway Enginosring M e
Name ALO.annnna. Oceupation
Jrstreet .............................................. Cy. .o oo T B Stase. L
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BUY DIRECT FROM ME and SAVE OVER ONE-HALF

Act new-—if you want to get
the GRE/TEST BARGAINS
EVER OFFERED in late
model standard office size
world  famous typewriters.
My DIRECT-TO-YOU plan
brings you these late Stand-
ard Make Typewriters at
SENSATIONAL LOW
PRICES--at less than 14
mfrs, orig. price. flome even as low
as $26.90—less thar 1/3 mfrs. orig.
price! Because I dea | Direct With You
—because I have no salesmen, mno
branch offices, no expensive stores and
showrooms—I give you TREMEN-
DOUS SAVINGS on whatever standard make
late model typewriter you choose.

ALL STANDARD MAKE
LATE MODEL TYPEWRITERS

{

Here’s your money saving opportunity of a
lifetime. Think of it ——gzou get typewriters
that cost up to $110 for) less than 15 the
mirs, orig. price—with amazing savings up
to $72.60. Take your pici—UNDERWOOD
—ROYAL-—REMINGTON—L. C. SMITH—
WOODSTOCK—I have them all. All! with
up-to-date features and FULLY GUARAN-
TEED. Completely Refinished and Rebuilt
with many late improvements, Do not con-
fuse these fine late modél standard 'office
size typewriters with old, finferior models or
portables. 1 ship ycu only GUARANTEED
Late Model Standard make' machines a | new
sensationally Low ROCK BOTTOM PRICES.
1 TAKE ALL THE ' "SK jon my 10-dsy No

the typewriter you

traight merit test

Money Down Trial ¥
select must sell itsel
and you are the sole

OVER 200,0¢
BOUGHT TY! RS

Through the same €
money down. MON
have served over 2(

IED CUSTOMERS HAVE

icy I offer you—the Ten Day Trial, No
RANTEE—and shipment on approval—I
11 over the world. 1 give the savings of
my direct-to-you pl: tomer.

ROLL-AWAY SECRETARIAL

TYPEWRITER STAND

Two
Metal
Wings,
Correct
Working
Height

Yours FREE with typewriter you select
on this price smashing sale. Makes
every typewriter portable. ALL Metal,
mounted on casters. Can be moved by
touch of finger. Big working surface,
strong, compact, rigid, attractive, light
weight. Ask for details.

DIRECT FROM ME

You can bu~ ith confidence on

10-DAY TRIAL

NO' MONEY DOWN
EASY TERMS “siev 30C wék «

Money-Back Guarantee

e )

Mr. W. F. Clausing, President,
INTERNATIONAL i
231 W, Monroe St., Chicago, Illinois.

send  WITHOUT OBLIGATION completel
Illustrated FREE CATALOG IN COLORS, show-
ing late model Standard TYPEWRITERS at tre- |
mendous savings, with no money down and 10-day

Please

Yes, | mean it! I will ship you whatever

late model standard make typewriter you

choose—UNDERWOOD, ROYAL, REMING-
TON, L. C. SMITH or WOODSTOCK—at
my own risk so you can try it in your own
home or office for 10 days. Don’t even .pay
one cent down—the typewriter comes to you
strictly on approval, and must satisfy you on
its merit alone! You are the sole judge—no
salesman, no pressure—no obligation to buy
—Ship the typewriter back at my expense if
you wish. Only when you have thoroughly
convinced yourself that you have the biggest
value ever offered—and only then—say, “I’ll
keep the machine.”” Use easiest terms yet—
as little as 50c a week (only 8¢ a day) or
$2.00 a month!
FREE Complete VAN ZANDT
TOUCH TYPING COURSE
On this sale I give you FREE this famous
complete 9 lesson Home Study Course, so you
can learn to type quickly and easily. SEND
COUPON below for all details and BIG
FREE CATALOG in natural colors — NO
OBLIGATION—Mail Coupon today!

SENDCOUPONFORBIG
FREE CATALOLG/
-—1
TYPEWRITER EXCHANGE |
Dept. 388 }

y Personal Mon: b r-million asset 1
:Fd 38 years ~ _fa‘;:' backed byl oret ‘A o o annnassels g‘éﬁl. Also Free Stand and Touch Typing course [
PR 1
S
" ol ILE STOCK IS COMPLETE SRR e
v buy 3 typ oy FREE BIG COLOR CATALOG show- Address ociiien He e ie ol
12 all late & ters at amazing smashed prices! NO . I
/BLIGATION- e—so fill out coupon and mail today— OV S0 S it v s coR Stater s

hile this ser

ale lasts,
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TOBACCO EXPERT !

"U.S. Gov't methods have made tobucco better than
ever . . . and Luckies buy the choicer grades,”’ says
James Walker, 19 years an independent buyer.

Q. “What are these methods of Uncle Sam’s?”

Mr. Walker: “They’re scientific ways of improv-
ing soil and plant food . . . that have helped farmers
grow finer tobacco in recent years.”

Q. “And that’s what has made tobacco beiter?”

Mr.W: “The best in 300 years . . . even though
crops do vary with the weather.”

Q. “You say Luckies Buy the ‘Cream of the Crop’?”
Mr.W: “They sure do. That’s why they’re the 2-to-1

choice of independent experts— warehousemen,
auctioneers, buyers. Pve
smoked them 10 years.”

Above—— AN ACTUAL COLOR PHOTO-
crarH. A. B. Mize of North
Carolina grew some of the
finest tobacco he ever raised
—thanks to U.S. Government
methods.

Try Luck’es for a week.

You'll find that the “Toasting”

process makes them easy on
- your throat—because it takes
out certain harsh irritants that
are found in all tobacco.

> Youlll alse find out why. ..

 WITH MEN WHO KNOW TOBACCO
- BEST—I1'S LUCKIES 2 T0 1

Have you
tried a

Copyright 1940, The American Tobaceo Cory
(e o8
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